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THE BROTHERS. 



CHAPTER I. 

STOUBBBOOKE VICABAGE. 

" A FINE evening, Mrs. Brudenell. Oh, I 
beg yotir pardon ; did I startle you ?" 

" Yes, you did, indeed, you foolish boy. 
How was I to know you were so close to my 
elbow? Come in, do." And the last speaker, 
a stout, handsome, elderly lady, opened the 
garden gate on which she had been leaning, to 
admit her visitor, a tall young man of three- 
and-twenty, in a light shooting-jacket, with a 
retriever at his heels. " Come in ; I was 
wondering I had not seen you before; only 
leave your big dog outside, for I never allow 
him in the house, and that you know." 

VOL. L B 



2 THE BROTHEBS. 

" I should hope so, by this time. Home, 
Nelson, sir — take my stick, like a good dog, 
and hie home with it this minute. He knows 
as well as possible that you won't have him, 
and I do not think anything short of a written 
invitation would overcome his modesty. I 
have brought you a few grapes," showing a 
magnificent cluster in a small basket. '^ Is 
Mr. Brudenell come home ? " 

" Now do you think I should be standing 
here like this if he were ? (Thank you, my 
boy — what beauties ! I know a poor girl 
whose eyes will glisten at the sight of them.) 
Yes, I am expecting him every moment, and 
his tea has been waiting the last half-hour. 
I do hope nothing has happened to him on 
the road. I hate his going anywhere without 
me." 

" So does he, I'll be bound. But it may be 
very good for him, for aJl that." 

" What saucy reason have you got for say- 
ing so ?" 

" It win teach him to feel for wretched 
bachelors, who are doomed to endure every- 
day what he has suffered for a week." 

" It amuses me to hear you boys talk like 
that. You think it sounds manly, and as if you 
had seen the world, and all that sort of thing ; 
but I can tell you this, — a young man has no 









STOURBBOOKE WCARAGE. d 

right ta pretend he even wishes for a wife 
who is not ready to work to keep her." 

" Are you going to give me a lecture, Mrs. 
BrudeneU?" 

" No — I hafve neither time nor patience for 
that now ; you know my opinion about idle- 
ness already, Roland, and I see no good in 
repeating it where it is not attended to." 

" How can you say I am idle? I am on 
my legs from morning till night. What can a 
man do more?" 

" He can give his legs a rest, and let his 
head have a turn." 

" And do you suppose mine does nothing ? 
If you only knew the heaps of things I have 

to remember " 

" Yes, yes, I know all that ; I know you 
are your brother's right hand — his head- 
keeper, groom, steward, and overlooker, and 
very useful you make yourself, no doubt, as 
far as that goesj and if that is intellectual 
occupation enough for you, and the kind of 
profession you mean to adopt through life, I 
can only say every one to his taste. It would 
not be mine ; but then I have not the misfor- 
tune of being your wife." 

" Ah, you measure us all by Mr. Brudenell, 
and that is not fair." 

" It would not be fair, indeed^ if I ex^^ 

b2 



4 THE BROTHEBS. 

thought of pkying you such a compUment. 
Measure you by Mr. Brudenell? Why, Ro- 
land, long before he was your age he kept 
himself entirely ; he did not cost his father a 
shilling after his first year at college, and has 
worked his own way, by God's blessing, to 
comfort and independence ever since. We 
were engaged ten years, and he was working 
for me all the while — with his pen, with his 
brains, with his learning, whenever other duties 
did not require his whole care and thought. 
Yes, when it comes to comparing you with him, 
my boy, you will be leading a very diflferent 
life from the one you lead now." 

" But look here, Mrs. Brudenell — Harcourt 
always says it is nonsense for me to leave him, 
and stifle in London chambers, or behind a 
desk, when he has enough for both ; and that 
he could never bear to live at home alone ; 
and I know I should never be happy any- 
where else ; so what am I to do ? " 

" That is more than I can presume to 
say. I only maintain this, that while you 
do nothing to make yourself independent, 
you only make yourself ridiculous by pre- 
tending you wish for a wife. What will you 
do when Harcourt marries ? " 

" Harcourt says he shall never marry." 

" Then Harcourt is as silly as you are, and 
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as he is SO much older, lyith less excuse. Ah I 
there you are at last 1 " as a low pony-carriage, 
contakdng two gentlemen, came slowly up 
to the gate. " Welcome home, my dear ! How 
do you do, Mr. Graham ? Will you not put 
up the pony and come in ? " 

" No, thank you, Mrs. Brudenell," returned 
the gentleman who was driving, as they shook 
hands, " I am behind time as it is; the pony 
goes a little lame ; his best days are over, like 
mine. We have not all your secret of per- 
petual youth." 

" I wish Mrs. Graham could hear you ; but 
to tell the truth, I was growing a little im- 
patient, for you are full late. How has he 
been?" looking anxiously at her husband, as 
he stooped to pull his bag from under the seat. 

" How has he been behaving, you had better 
ask. As badly as ever. There were a few of 
us who had to speak, of course, and only a 
limited number of ideas among us; and he 
spoke first, and monopolised them all, so I 
leave you to imagine how we felt, when we 
could only say the same things over again 
in worse language. Now that was too bad, 
you know, Mrs. Brudenell." 

" A great deal too bad," said she, delighted 
beyond measure ; "so of course you took care 
he did not preach." 



6 THE BBOTHEB& 

^' Well, other people took care lie did, un« 
luckily ; and when they had heard him once 
they would not be satisfied till they heard 
him again, and when he was not preaching, 
they made him talk ; so, on the whole, it was 
time he came home; but he has left three 
young ladies behind him, breaking their hearte 
at his departure ; and at the sensitive ages of 
nine, seven, and five, that is a serious thing 
for a fath^ to contemplate." 

" They will not be the first he has broken 
in that way," said Mrs. Brudenell, smiling ; 
but she sighed while she smiled; and the 
good-humoured clerical friend, suddenly aware 
that he had touched a tender point, hurried 
his farewells, and drove off at a faster paoe 
than his pony at all approved, or was likely 
to agree to long. 

Mrs. Brudenell looked after him a moment 
in silence, and passed her hand across her 
eyes ; then turning to her husband, who waa 
standing quietly watching her, began to huny 
him into the house, with a brisk cheerfulness a 
little too lively to be quite natural. 

" I know all about it as well as if I had been 
there. They ^have been working you to death, 
as usual. Now you are to come in, and take 
your tea, and read your letters, if you like, and 
not speak a word unless you choose ; and if 
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you get a imp in jour chair, bo mucli the 
better. Yes, Roland, my boy, you may shake 
hands with him, certainly, and thai you may 
vanish, for I do not mean to ask you to stay 
ms evening." 

"Ah, Roland, is that you?" said the Vicaj% 
He spoke and moved with much more delibe- 
ration than his lady, and his voice was as soft 
und silvery as hecs was dear and strong. " I 
am glad to see yoo. What news of Har- 
court ?" 

"None since he went to the muacal festival 
three days ago. He was only at home one 

night before starting for G . My aunt and 

coLin wei« to meet him tha^ Ld Stella 
would not let him go in a hurry, we all know 
that, and he wUl not write unless he has some- 
thing to say," 

"Avery good rule too," said the Vicar, with 
a wistful glance at the pile of letters on the 
table ; " I wish all my correspondents attended 
to it But how is it you were left behind? 
Do not you care for muac now?" 

" Of course I do, but I care for the honour 
of my parish more. Yesterday was our great 
return match against Dumingham, you know. 
Didn't we pound them handsomely too, with 
five wickets still to go down J I never was so 
proud of Stourbrooke before. You ought to . 
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have managed to get back in time, Mr. Bru- 
deneU." 

^^ So I ought I am very sony. If I had 
only thought of it, Maria ^" 

" You would have hurried, and raced about, 
und tired yourself still more, just to please that 
boy," interrupted Mrs. Brudenell ; " as if I did 
not know that, and took care you heard no- 
thing about it I I am as sharp as you, Master 
Roland, so it is of no use your looking at my 
tea-table in that voracious manner. I am not 
going to ask you, and I told you so." 

^' True, so you did ; and the consequence 
is, I must ask myself. Don't put yourself out 
of the way for me. I am going to talk to old 
Jane about it, and by the time Mr. Brudenell 
is ready, I shall be." 

And away he went to the kitchen, where his 
presence was soon announced by a burst of 
laughter^ and the sounds of an animated scuffle 
among plates and dishes. 

" The impudence of those boys is past be- 
lief," observed Mrs. Brudenell, as she followed 
her husband into his little dressing-room. 
" Only hear how he is going on with old Jane, 
as if there were any one else she would allow 
to interfere in her kitchen when she was 
cooking for you !" 

" Roland is growing a very fine fellow," said 
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the Vicar, thoughtfully. " It is time we all 
treated him as a man, if he is ever to be 
one." 

" Just what I have been preaching to him 
in other words, this very evening. He ought 
to be in a profession, and you must speak 
seriously to his brother soon. Because Roland 
is left dependent upon him, he has no right to 
keep him idle. Not that he is an idle fellow — 
he is always doing something, if only mischief; 
but he must be made to see what a wretched 
position he will be in, if his brother fails to do 
him justice. And who could depend on Har- 
court's doing anything ?" 

" They are very much attached," said the 
Vicar. 

" So they are, and in an impulse of affec- 
tion, Harcourt might be very liberal ; but he 
will never be so from a sense of duty." 

As was his wont, when sweeping judgments 
were passed, Mr. Brudenell made no reply. 
He finished his toilet in silence, and nothing 
more was said till he took his seat at the tea- 
table. The little handmaiden, who was Jane's 
only assistant, brought in the urn; her face 
very red, and her lips puckered up with her 
desperate struggles to be grave. 

" Where is Mr. Roland, Nancy ?" 

" If you please, 'm ^" That was all.; not 



10 THE JBROTHEBS. 

a word more could Naiicy have said without 
a shout 

" Is Jane poaching the eggs? Be quick, 
now, for your master is waiting." 

" If you please, 'm ^" Choke and gasp^ 

and exit Kaney, exploding in the passage. 

« I wonder what mischief that boy k about 
now I" said Mrs. Brudenell, pausing in the act 
of making tea^ to listen to the sounds in the 
kitchen. 

" We shall know when the eggs come in, I 
suppose," said the Vicar, unfolding his weekly 
paper; "he is generally merciful enough not 
to keep us long in suspense." 

The suspense, however, lasted longer than 
Mrs, Brudenell's patience ; and after waiting 
a few minutes more, she started up, and went 
to reconnoita*e. Her calls being disregarded, 
she sailed at once into the kitchen, and there 
found old Jane in a mingled state q£ appre- 
iension, remonstrance, and amusement, on 
one side of the fire, little Nancy, crimson with 
laughing, on the other; and, in the midst, 
Roland himsdf — a napkin tied round his 
head, one apron round his neck, and another 
round his waist, and in his hand the large 
frying-pan, where something of most appe- 
tising odour was fizzing in a very scientific 
style. 
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" Look, now, Mr. Roland 1 If here isn't 
missis. I told you so T expostulated Jane. 

^' Don't come near me — don't hinder me, 
Mrs. Brud^nell ! or as surely as I have broken 
your eggs, you will break my innocent heart ! 
Don't rob me of my fame just as the laurel is 
twining for my brow. I declare, Jane, if you 
touch the pan, I'll empty it over you. Get a 
hot dish ready, and be alive about it, for if I 
melt away, you will not replace me in a hurry. 
It is all right, Mrs. Brudenell, I assure you. 
I learned to make an omelette when I was at 
school, and was licked often enough to make 
me a first-rate cook. Quite true, Nancy; and 
if you were trained in the same way, you 
might some day turn out as clever. Mean- 
while, try and recollect your mouth was made 
for better things than to grin a shy young man 
out of countenance ; and cut up with the ome- 
lette before Jane has the chance of spoiling it. 
All right, Mrs. Brudenell" — off flew one apron 
into the coal-scutlle. " I'm just ready" — ^away 
went the other through the window. " A good 
conscience and a well-spent day give zest to 
the plainest morsel" — ^here his head-gear, rolled 
into a ball, sent the old cat raging into the 
garden-" and now my arduous labours for 
the public good are over, I am content to 
retire into private life." 
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He talked so fast, and was so quick in his 
movements, all this was done hefore Mrs. 
Brudenell could get in a word; and if she 
had really been half as angry as she tried to 
look, she could not have hindered him. As it 
was, she only patted his broad shoulders, 
called him a great spoiled baby, — she having 
helped to spoil him all his life as much as any- 
body, — ^and told him to go and make himself 
tidy in the dressing-room, or she would give 
him no tea. His arrangements did not take 
long, and he was soon seated with a radiant 
face of self-satisfaction opposite the dish of 
which he was so proud. 

" What would your aunt, Mrs. Porchester, 
have said, if she had seen you?" asked Mrs. 
Brudenell, as she filled his plate with good 
things. 

" What would she have said ? Just what 
I am going to say — ^pass the omelette this 
way, Nancy — I am positive she would, unless, 
indeed, cousin Stella were by, which might alter 
the case. Her only chance of ever having 
what she likes, is when she is out of Stella's 
sight, poor woman. Well, now, Mr. Brudenell, 
what do you say to my performance ? Ought 
a man to be dubbed an idler who can turn out 
such work as that ?" 

" Certainly not," said the Vicar. 
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" Then take my part with Mrs. Brudenell, 
sir, will you, for she was giving it me well 
just before you came." 

" Was she indeed ? I am sorry to hear it, 
Roland, for the chances are, now I am come, 
I shall agree with her." 

" No ; but seriously, now, what is it you 
think I ought to do ?" 

This, like many other questions, was easier 
to ask than to answer. The Vicar made no 
attempt to do so, and all three were silent for 
some little time. Roland's anxiety for an 
immediate reply was not so keen as his appe- 
tite ; and it was not till he had disposed of a 
liberal portion of the good cheer before him, 
that he returned to the subject. 

" You know, sir, there is more than enough 
for Harcourt and me as it is, and Harcourt 
has often told me he considers I have as good 
a right to it all as himself ; and why should I 
go away from him and my home to fag for 
more ? Why is it idle to spend my time on 
the property, and do my best to see that 
Harcourt is not cheated, and that everything 
is kept in order ?" 

"It is not that you are idle, Roland, but 
that you are dependent, and without a pro- 
fession." 

" I don't call it dependent to be at home." 
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" So long as it IS home, well and good." 

" And what else can it ever be, while it is 
my brother's ?" 

" Ah, Roland, there are some things that 
are plain enough to those who have experi- 
ence, but very hard to believe witnout it." 

'^ That means, that some day Harcourt and 
I are to have a grand quarrel, like the two 
fellows in ' As You Like It,' and it is to end 
in my marching off without even an old Adam 
to keep me company. Aimt Porchester has 
often hinted the same. I really believe you all 
consider he keeps me out of charity, because 
I amuse him ; and when he is tired of me will 
turn me adrift." 

"Well, my boy, we have gone over this 
ground before, and I have spoken my mind 
to Harcourt still more plainly than to you. 
So far from doubting his affection for you, it 
is that very affection that I dread." 

" You wish him not to care for me ?" 

" I wish him to care more for your future 
than for your present. If you were to be 
his heir, there might be some shadow of ex- 
cuse for keeping you at home ; but whenever 
he marries, and has a family growing up 
round him, you will both be sorry if you 
despise an old friend's warning now." 

" WeU, whenever he marries, which I don't 
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think he wfll, he must get me an appointment. 
He has plenty of interest^ you know — he 
always says he has but to ask and have. I 
can quite understand," Roland went on with 
a candid air, as j£ ready to humour prejudice 
as far as he could, "that if I depended on 
my own work, I ought to begin at once ; but 
if I can be sure of a competency without, 
why should I give up my home and Harcourt 
for nothing ?"^ 

"Why?" said Mrs. Brudenell, who could 
contain herself no longer, "because a crust 
that you earn yourself is better than a feast 
at the expense of anybody else — because, if 
you ever mean to work like a man at all, you 
must get the habit of it ^before other habits 
are formed — ^because, if you go on in idleness, 
you will be sure to fall into bad ways, and 
may end as others, equally promising, have 
ended, in becoming the ruin of all who trust, 
and the misery of all who love you f 

"Oh, Mrs. Brudenell, God forbid!" 

"Amen, Roland. God forbid you should 
run tJie risk ; for, depend upon it, the penalty 
will follow. I have too good reason for say- 
ing so." 

" My dear Maria ^," began the Vicar, in 

a low voice. 

" No, you need not be afraid, Julian j I am 
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not going to mention names, or violate charity ; 
but if Roland only knew half that you and 
I could tell him, he would see we were not 
speaking of what we did not know, nor bear- 
ing witness of what we had not seen. I wish 
we were 1" 

" You mean, then," interrupted Roland, 
" that you are speaking of a real person, who 
has turned out such a wretch as you describe, 
merely because he had no profession ?" 

The husband and wife exchanged a look ; 
the Vicar pushed aside his empty cup, and 
left the room ; and Mrs. Brudenell turned to 
her guest. 

" I mean what I have told you, Roland ; 
that I have seen idleness and expectation end 
in bad habits, and the wreck of all that was 
promising and attractive. It seems but a 
short time ago, that one, as hopeful as your- 
self, argued as you do, and would have been 
as indignant as you, if any one had foretold 
he would break his wife's heart, and bring 
down the grey hairs of his mother in sorrow 
to the grave — ^yet he has lived to do both, 
and to find himself descending to his own, 
with nothing left of all his gifts, but the 
memory of friends that he has injured, and 
' of hopes that he has thrown away 1" 

Roland got up hastily, and walked to the 
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window. "Did I ever see him?" he asked, 
presently. 

" No, and I trust you never will. Come, 
my boy," putting her hand on his shoulder, 
" do not be offended with me for speaking to 
you like this; if I did not care for you, I 
should hold my tongue, and spare myself the 
pain of remembering what I would much 
rather forget. There," interrupting his pro- 
test. "I know all you think you ought to say, 
and believe as much as I choose. Look, is 
not that your little saucy groom, whom you 
are bringing up to be as idle as yourself ? He 
has got a letter for you. Don't let him in. 
I won't have him giggling and gossiping with 
Nancy. If I must have one or the other, I 
would rather have Nelson of the two." 

Roland ran out, and soon returned, waving 
an open letter over his head. 

" Jolly old Harcourt, what a trump he is ! 
Just listen, Mrs. Brudenell. This is what he 
writes : 

" ^ Dear Roland, — ^You deserve so well of 
your country for licking Dumingham, that 
you shall receive the classical reward of exile. 
The ladies are going to take me on a great 
tour, so we are off to London to-morrow, to 
buy carpet-bags and paper collars. You 

VOL. I. c 
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would only be an incumbrance on a civilised 
expedition, but if you fancy a tramp through 
Switzerland on your own huge legs, put them 
into the train to-morrow, and come up to us at 
the Great Western. You shall have sixpence in 
your pocket for bread and cheese on the road, 
and we can meet somewhere between China 
and Japan, when you are as tired of your own 
company as we shall be of ours. 

" ' Yours ever, 

" ' Harcourt Clarendon.* 

There, Mrs. Brudenell, is not that good of 
him ? He knows it is the very thing I have 
been wishing for the last six weeks. That is 
just what he is always doing — always has done. 
Can I do better than stick to him as long as 
he%will have me ?" 

"Stick to him by all means, Roland — ^for 
life. But show you are worth sticking to in 
return." 

" I will, I promise I will ; when this trip is 
over, see if I do not set to work. I must run 
home now, and give orders, or everything wiU 
be at sixes and sevens while I am away. You 
shall have no end of letters. I shall write 
from every place I stop at. Yes, indeed I 
shall, for all you don't believe me ; and if 
I pick up a new receipt for an omelette, I will 
make it for you when I come home." 
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CHAPTER 11. 



INTERLACHEN. 



The heat of a July day was subsiding into 
the comparative coolness of evening, when a 
young man, whose light costume, fair com- 
plexion, and powerfully-built frame, were all 
equally English, strode briskly through the 
town of Interlachen, looking up at the pictu- 
resque hotels he passed, with the undecided, 
anxious glance of one who fears to make a 
mistake. If he had been the responsible escort 
of a party of fastidious ladies, this anxiety 
might have appeared natural; but the knap- 
sack and alpenstock bespoke a degree of inde- 
pendence that left it still to be accounted for. 
He had already passed all the principal ones, 
without making up his mind, and was more 

c2 
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deliberately retraciBg his steps, when the 
matter was decided for him by a personage in 
whom every eye could read the accomplished 
courier, standmg, cap in hand, to greet him at 
the gate of the Hotel Belvedere. With a starts 
not entirely of satisfaction, he stopped short 
as he returned the salute. 

"Ah, Louis, is it you? Is my brother 
here ?" 

" Yes, sir," was the reply, in very fair Eng- 
lish ; "we have been here now two days." 
. " Who are your party ?" 

" Madame Porchester and Mademoiselle, M. 
€rervase Wray, and M. voire frerey 

" How is my aunt, do you know ?" asked 
the new comer, as he mechanically obeyed the 
gesture that invited him into the h6tel. 

" Madame was tired with her journey, but 
is better to-day. They are all gone on the 
lake to the Giessbach. You have not dined, 
M. Roland ?" 

" Not that I know of. Too late for the 
table d'h6te, of course ?" 

" Oh yes, sir ; but I can order you what 
you please. You will sleep here, no doubt." 

"I suppose so. Stop a bit. I am in no 
hurry for my dinner. Can you tell me if 
anybody — ^have any strangers arrived here 
to-day ?" 
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"Not to-day, sir; last evening several 
parties arrived." 

" Do you know their names, by chance?" 

" They are in the book, sir ; it lies in the 
sdbn. If you will step into the saUe-a-manger^ 
I will bring it you. This way, sir." And, 
exchanging, as he passed, a few significant 
words with the waiters, Louis ushered his 
master's brother into the desired coffee-room. 
" All the world is gone out this warm evening, 
sir; you will have it all to yourself. You 
would see the book before you dine — ^yes ? I 
wUl bring it to you in a minute." 

He darted into the saloon, and quickly laid 
the volume before the n^w guest, whose eye 
ran down the freshly-written page till it lighted 
on his own party : 

Mrs. Porchester 1 

Miss Porchester I t? i ^ 

Mr. Gervase Wray i ° 

Mr. Clarendon J 

" WiU you put yours with theirs, sir ?" 
" Wait a bit; I am not quite sure whether 
I can stay here to-night. ^ Professor Patter- 
fast and family. New York;' 'Le Comte de 
Something or other' — ^why can't people write 
their names decently, if they mean them to 
be read ? ' Mrs. Marmaduke Brown and 
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daughters, Manchester, charmed with the 
beauty of this romantic spot' — ^who cares a 
straw whether they are or not? *Mr. Sa- 
ville — ^Miss Egerton.' Oh I give me a pen, 
Louis." And down went, in large bold cha- 
racters, " Mr. Roland Clarendon, England." 

" Of course I can have a bed, Louis?" 

" I will attend to that, sir. Mr. Clarendon 
and the ladies are au second^ and that is fuU^ 
I know; but some travellers prefer going a 
little higher. Mr. Saville is au quatriemey 
and he said this morning it was cooler than 
below." 

"If it is good enough for Mr. Saville, it 
should be for me. Miss Egerton — ^where is 
she?" 

" Her room is next to monsieur's, and there 

is one close by, vacated this afternoon by a 
great Americanish gentleman, M. le Professeur 
Patterfast — ^if that will do." 

" I should think it ought, unworthy as I am 
to succeed such greatness. Run and secure it 
at once, and tell those fellows to send me in 
whatever comes first, for I am ravenous, and 
I do not care to sit here by myself. Every- 
body gone out, you say ?" 

" The place is, quite deserted, sir ; the day 
has been so hot, they could do nothing, you 
see. 
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"Hot? Well, yes, I suppose it has, for 
those who did not walk in the sun, especially," 
said Roland, slipping off his knapsack as the 
courier left the room, and stretching his long 
limbs with secret pride in their untiring 
strength. "But Harcourt is not the fellow 
to stay at home for fear of his complexion in 
general. I suspect cousin Stella must have 
been more in fault than the sunbeams. But I 
wish I had known I should find them all 
here." 

He lounged about the room ; read, or tried 
to read, not being the most profound linguist 
in the world, one or two German and French 
papers; studied a week's old Galignani, with- 
out taking in a word of its contents ; and had 
just flung it away in desperation, when his 
dinner began to arrive in slow instalments, 
and the appetite of three-and-twenty was im- 
perious enough to absorb his whole attention 
for the time. Louis had evidently put the 
establishment in possession of the fact that 
his rich employer's brother deserved as good 
treatment as the employer himself; and the 
dishes, warmed up in haste though they were, 
conveyed a* savoury, appetising odour to one 
who had eaten nothing but. cheese and eggs 
during a thirty miles' walL 

" How long does this Giessbach take people 
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to see, Louis ?" he asked, for that functionary 
hovered about during the meal, in readiness 
for conversation or orders. " Will they be 
late, do you suppose?" 

" I think not, sir ; the steamer returns by 
eight o'clock. I beg your pardon, sir ; I was 
mistaken in thinking all the guests were gone. 
I see Mr. SaviUe is sitting in the garden, and 
Mademoiselle. You will take some more wine, 
M. Roland ?" as that young gentleman threw 
down his napkin, and, nearly overturning his 
glass, declared he had dined, and they need 
not bother him with anything more. 

" Finish the bottle yourself, Louis — ^take 
my knapsack to my room, and yourself out of 
my way, there's a good feUow," he said, gain- 
ing the door at one stride, but pausing for 
half a moment before opening it, to take a 
gold coin out of his waistcoat-pocket, and 
make a sign that brought the courier's ready 
fingers in contact with his own. Not a word 
passed, but Louis bowed lower than before, 
and the young Englishman, avoiding his eye, 
hastened with a beating heart into the garden. 

He had not far to look for the object of his 
search. On a bench, just outside the door, 
half reclined an elderly white-haired gentle- 
man, his head leanmg back against the waU, 
and the newspaper on his knees, as it had 
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sKpped from his hold when surprised by his 
after-dinner nap. On the same bench, at a 
little distance, a young lady sat at work, her 
features partly hidden by her hat and feather, 
but enough left visible to make Roland's huge 
frame quiver all over with nervous excite- 
ment. He had a light step, as active walkers 
generally have, and he was standing behind 
her, looking down at the little fingers, so busy 
over their embroidery, before she was aware 
of his presence. 

^* Miss Egerton — I hope '' 

She was startled ; who would not be to find 
somebody you supposed to be some hundred 
miles off turning up at your elbow at the 
very moment that you were thinking of him ? 
Roland caught her work in the act of falling, 
and was down on his knees in a moment after 
the scissors, which actually did faU. 

" Just like my awkwardness to startle you 
like this," said he, with a smile she could not 
help returning ; " have you dropped anything 
else ? Quite sure ? Then, now, let me apolo- 
gise. The fact was, I was so glad to see you 
sitting here, I did not stop to think if I should 
be intrusive." 

" You are very kind, Mr. Clarendon," said 
the young lady, whose face had considerably 
gained in colour since her start ; " I am sure 
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Mr. Saville will be delighted to see you again. 
He is a little tired to-day," glancing at the 
sleeper ; " I would rather not disturb him." 

" I would not do so for the world. Have 
you been over-doing it with excursions since 
I had the happiness of making your acquaint- 
ance in Paris ? I thought by your programme 
you had a good piece of work cut out before 
you." 

" And so, if I recollect rightly, had you ; 
but I do not remember that Interlachen was 
in yours." 

" Oh, don't you? No, now you mention 
it. Miss Egerton, I do not think it was. It is 
a blessed thing to be able to change one's 
mind sometime*-as weU bs one's money." 

" When did your change of plan take place, 
may I ask ?" 

" When ? Let me see, I cannot be parti- 
cular as to hours or minutes, but I believe 
the first idea arose immediately on my recog- 
nising the infinite superiority of yours." 

" You have been following us, then ?" 

" I am afraid I have. It was not my 
fault ; I was obliged to stay two days in Paris 
after you left. How I detested the very sight 
of the place !" 

" I thought you were delighted with it, 
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when we had the pleasure of seeing you 
there." 

" I thought so too, but as soon as you were 
gone I found it was all a mistake. I like 
this place much better." 

The young lady bent over her work with- 
out replying, but the light glow on her cheeks, 
and half-restrained smile on her Ups, betrayed 
alike her consciousness of his meaning, and 
her toleration of it. A short silence ensued, 
during which he stood, as before, a little at 
the back of her seat, looking down at her as 
if he could not satiate his eyes. 

She was not beautiful, but her face was 
very sweet and intelligent, her broad open 
brow was shaded by smooth bands of brown 
hair, and her clear hazel eyes, thoughtful even 
to seriousness when at rest, literally shone 
with brightne. when animated. She was 
small and slender in figure, but her fair round 
cheek betrayed no iU-health, and her move- 
ments had the ready grace of habitual ac^ 
tivity. Her voice and manner were winning 
and frank, though, in addressing her present 
companion, a slight nervousness might have 
been observed, which gave our friend Roland 
more satisfaction than he could at once have 
accounted for. This at least he had ascer- 
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tained, she was not offended by his pursuit, 
or reluctant to renew their intercourse ; and 
the garden of the Belvedere was rapidly taking 
the hues of fairyland. 

The ! peak of the Jungfrau, the pride and 
glory of Interlachen, was full in their view ; 
and as Marion, when aware she had been 
silent rather longer than courtesy seemed to 
demand, raised her eyes again from her work, 
the sight they met made her utter an exclsr 
mation of pleasure. The snowy summit was 
glowing with the rosy tint so often described 
by travellers — which to her eyes had the ex- 
quisite charm of novelty. 

" Oh, Mr. Clarendon, look at that — ^is it 
not lovely?" she exclaimed so eagerly, that 
the white-haired gentleman at the corner 
opened his eyes, though he did not move at 
first. Roland looked as she desired, but for a 
moment only. 

" Yes, there must be a fine sunset," he said ; 
" we shall have a splendid day to-morrow," 

" What a tint that is I Ah, it is fading now. 
I have often heard of this, but I never saw it 
before, or aoything like it." 

" There is only one thing like it in the 
world," said Roland. 

" And what is that ?" 

" The blush on a face we love." 
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His voice had dropped almost to a whisper, 
but it was distinct enough to create the effect 
he described, for Marion's very temples glowed 
celestial rosy red. She did not meet his eyes, 
but a soft light played for a moment in her 
own ; and the next they were cast down with 
a seriousness that almost amounted to melan- 
choly. Roland could have stood there watch- 
ing her till it grew too dark to watch, but 
his eyes happening to glance a little beyond, 
suddenly found themselves encountered by 
another pair, sparkling under overhanging 
white eyebrows, with an expression that made 
the young man's cheeks rival the Alpine 
glow. 

• " You here, Mr. Clarendon, after all? Well 
done!" And Mr. Saville slowly raised him- 
self from his recumbent attitude, and extended 
a hand which Roland had to come round and 
take, murmuring something, he did not know 
what. " I told Marion I thought you would 
turn up again, and you see I was right." 

" Quite right, sir. I find my brother and 
a party of friends are here," said Roland, not 
quite ingenuously. 

" Your brother ? To be sure, the name 
struck me directly ; and that reminds me — 
may I ask if your father's name was Har- 
court ?" 
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" It was, sir ; my brother is named after 
him. Did you know my father ?** 

" Bjiow Harcourt Clarendon of Morlands ? 
He was my oldest, and for many years my 
most intimate friend. I know now what 
struck me directly I saw you — ^it was your 
likeness to him when he was at Oxford with 
me. Are you not considered like him ?" 

" I believe I am, sir ; I wish I may be." 

" I wish it, and believe it too. Harcourt 
Clarendon was not of the type that should 
leave the world no copy. How singular that 
we should meet in this way, and that it 
should not have occurred to me in Paris 
whose son you were. You must introduce 
us to your brother. I sat opposite to him to- 
day at dinner, little guessing who he was. 
A very handsome lady sat next to him — ^is 
she a relation ?" 

" My cousin, Miss Porchester, I suppose 
you mean." 

" Porchester? Ah, yes, I remember now; 
and the lady with her must be your aunt, 
with whom I danced half the night at her 
first ball. How time slips away! It seems 
only the other day to me; and yet these 
shrunk shanks," stretching out his leg as he 
spoke, "would be rather astonished now if 
bidden to take the floor with a lovely d^bu- 
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tante. Yours is the real time of life, mv dear 
boy, if you only make a good use of it." 

" Ah, sir, I am afraid ^" 

" You have not made good use of your ad- 
vantages, eh ? Courage, you have plenty of 
time before you, and in good hands, who 
knows what a proficient you would soon be- 
come ? But I think you said you had been 
to Oxford ?" 

" Yes, sir, but you see ^" 

" Even Oxford did not open your eyes ? 
Poor young manl then the sooner you are 
helped, the better. Never too late to mend, 
you know." 

" Is the old fellow chafling me ?" thought 
Roland, somewhat disrespectfully, for the sup- 
pressed satire in Mr. SaviUe's tone nettled him 
all the more that he did not quite see what he 
meant. He stole a glance at Marion : she was 
watching him with a grave interest that at 
once put everything else out of his head. He 
took his seat on the bench between them, and 
was soon chatting away with his usual gay 
good humour, describing his adventures since 
they had parted, with a zest and enjoyment 
he had been far from feeling at the time, 
though Marion's laugh at the recital made him 
believe that he had. Time flew quickly while 
thus engaged, and he was becoming oblivious 
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of the very existence of anybody but them- 
selves, when recollection was recalled by the 
sound of well-known voices. 

" Roland here ? No I Why how could he 
have found us out? Where is he? Louis 
said he dined here," were all that the three 
Usteners could distinguish. 

" My party," said Roland, rising with more 
reluctance than he ought to have shown ; " I 
hope you will allow me to make them known 
to you." 

" Where is he? Smoking in the garden, of 
course," broke in again an unseen voice. 

" Oh, what a libel ! I shall call upon you 
as a witness. Miss Egerton ; the Jungfrau is 
not more guiltless than I am. I must go, 
I see, before my character is quite taken away 
by such a School for Scandal." 

And away he hurried, assuming a little 
more eagerness than he felt, as he entered the 
private sitting-room, and paid his greetings to 
his aunt and cousin. 

Mrs. Porchester was a fair, faded woman, 
who had been pretty, and was still good- 
natured, but whose natural weakness of cha- 
racter had only increased with her increasing 
years. She was, in consequence, the slave, in 
mind and body, of her daughter, who, in 
height, appearance, and demeanour, so com- 
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pletely threw her into the shade, that maternal 
guardianship and authority were little more 
than respectable fictions. She was, indeed, 
allowed the privilege of arranging whatever 
was troublesome, and of providing the funds 
for their daily life, but with no more power to 
lay down a plan of procedure, than a Mero- 
vingian king under the sway of a mayor of 
the palace. 

Stella Porchester, to whom Roland involun- 
tarily turned his eyes before saluting his aunt, 
was unusually handsome, and as highly dressed 
as it was possible to be without actually over- 
stepping the line of good taste; but at the 
present moment there was a cloud over her 
looks, that certainly diminished her personal 
attractions. Evidently, the tour she had been 
mainly instrumental in arranging, or the com- 
panions she had so earef uUy selected, or the 
place where they were stajdng, or the expedi- 
tion whence they had just returned, had not 
answered her expectations; for the curve of 
her lips betrayed discontent and weariness, 
and her eyes looked cold and dull. Her eyes 
were, indeed, her least beautiful feature, being 
singularly deficient in light and colour ; but 
this had never struck Roland as it did now, 
when just fresh from the sunshine in those of 
Marion Egerton. 

VOL. I. D 
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His own welcome, however, was far from 
being repulsive. His cousin seemed really 
pleased to see him, and at once accepted the 
half-imphed compliment, that it was her pre^ 
sence which had Inred him thither. Stella Por- 
chester was by no means deficient in ability ; 
in some matters she was remarkably clear- 
headed ; bnt whererer her ruling paiion of 
vanity interfered, she was a^ Uable to mistakes 
as most people. 

" It is quite refreshing to look at you, Ro- 
land, or at any one who has so good-humoured 
a face. We are all in most deplorably low 
spirits — ^you know what that means — it is only 
a miracle that we have not quarrelled. No- 
thing would do, but we must rush off directly 
after dianer to the lake, to see the Giessbach, 
and when we got there, we had to race up and 
down, hardly giving ourselves time to look at 
anything, because the steamer would start 
again in twenty minutes, and no other boat 
could be had, and we were all tired and cross^ 
and, in short, the whole thing wa3 a bore and 
a failure. And now we would give the world 
for a cup of tea, and cannot get it. Mamma^ 
I dare say, you did not make the waiter un- 
derstand you. The people never do under- 
stand your French." 

" Indeed, my dearest love, I think he did y. ' 
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I spoke as distinctly as I could, and now I 
remember, he answered me in English, though 
I was not quite sure what he said. It is very 
odd, Roland, how the waiters and people 
answer me in English, however bad, in pre- 
ference to French, which, one would suppose, 
came more naturally to them ; and sometimes 
they even seem to understand my English 
better than my French. I wonder why it is." 

"What have you done with Harcourt, 
Stella?" asked Roland, without helping her to 
solve the riddle* He, like the rest, had an un- 
conscious habit of allowing many of Mrs. Por- 
chester's remarks to pass unanswered. 

" Done ? nothing at all," returned his cousin, 
with some emphasis. " I have very little to 
do with him, I assure you. Here he comes to 
answer for himself," as two gentlemen entered 
the room, and Roland's hand was the next 
minute in his brother's. 

Very unlike him that brother was ; Saladin 
and CcBur de Lion were not moulded in types 
more different. Roland was a genuine speci- 
men of the modem Anglo-Saxon ; gigantic, 
ruddy, and fair-haired, with broad blue eyes, 
radiant with good humour and strength. Har- 
court, several years his senior, was of middle 
height, his face dark and aquiline, his eyes 
piercing, and deeply sunken beneath thick eye- 

D 2 
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brows, and his lips so closely set, that it needed 
no skiU in physiognomy to read the indomit- 
able stubbornness he could employ when he 
chose, either in carrying out a purpose of his 
own, or resisting other people's. It often hap- 
pened that he did not choose, and would allow 
himself to be guided with a silken thread, 
appearing to take a lazy pleasure in submitting 
indulgently to weakness; but there was no 
depending on this capricious docility, and the 
cloud on Miss Porchester's brow was a sign 
which those around her understood very well. 
There could be no doubt, however, of his 
pleasure at the sight of his brother, between 
whom and himself existed an aflfection, whose 
tenderness was known only to themselves. 
From the day when the elder was allowed to 
creep, with noiseless feet, into the darkened 
room, where was displayed to his wondering 
eyes the much wished-for brother, Harcourt 
had been in the habit of looking on Roland as 
something peculiarly his own ; and through 
the petting of infancy, the protectorate of early 
school-days, and the guardianship of their 
orphaned youth, had lavished on him a love 
that eflfectually veiled the condition of depend- 
ence in which the will of their father had left 
his younger son. Roland had never known 
care, never thought about money, beyond the 
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expenditure of the day ; and took all from his 
brother's hand as he would have done from 
his father's, enjoying the present, careless 
about the future as a child. 

"Did you expect to find us here?" was 
Harcourt's first question, innocent in itself, 
but bringing a guilty hue to Roland's cheeks, 
as he could not but confess he did not. 

" It was a piece of good luck beyond my 
deserts," he added, glancing slyly at Stella, 
" but I am used to being more fortunate than 
deserving." 

" That is better than being like ourselves, 
more deserving than fortunate," said Miss For- 
Chester, "for with all our domestic virtues, 
and mamma's excellent French, we cannot 
get a cup of tea to save our lives ; and I am 
tired to death, though nobody seems to care 
about it." 

"Why not come down to the public room?" 
asked Roland, eagerly ; " you are sure of 
prompt attendance there, and agreeable society 
besides. You have a great admirer here, 
Stella, by the way — ^if that is any news to you 
— ^but I suppose you have so many, it scarcely 
deserves mentioning." 

"I, Roland? I am quite out of fashion, I 
assure you. It will be quite refreshing to find 
that anybody thinks me worth noticing. Who 



38 THE BBOTHBRS. 

atid what may your friend be — if such a ques- 
tion is fair ?" 

^' Fair as the questioner. My friend ia Mr. 
Saville — ^a white-haired gentleman you must 
have seen at the table d'hote — at any rate, he 
saw yot€y which is more to the purpose." 

"Of course I saw himj a very striking 
countenance he has, and a very pretty niece, 
or ward — she cannot be his daughter." 

"That is his step-daughter. Miss Egerton." 

"Saville, did you say?" asked Haroourt, 
rather abruptly ; "where did you meet widi 
him?" 

" In Paris ; Maxwell introduced me ; he is 
the most agreeable old fellow I have seen for 
a long time ; and do you know, Harcourt, he 
turns out to be an old friend of my father's. 
I only just found that out. Come down and 
speak to him, there's a good fellow." 

" Much obliged, but, Uke Stella^ 1 am tired, 
and prefer a quiet cup of tea. Gervase, cannot 
you try your diplomacy with the powers 
below, and tell them the ladies will never sur- 
vive it if they wait much longer ? " 

" Pray do not stir, Mr. Wray," said Stella^ 
rising with ati air of decision ; " I prefer taking 
tea in the saMe-a-memger. I cannot imagine 
the pleasure df travelling, if one is to see no 
one but our own party, till we are all tired 
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of eaclL other, Roland, give me your arm ; 
Mr. Wray, will you take care of mamma?" 
And without a glance at Harcourt she swept 
past him, followed by the rest as a ma,tter of 
course. Even Harcourt did not choose to re- 
main behind, but instead of going in with the 
party, he strolled out into the garden, and 
lighted a cigarette. R oland was not long in j oin- 
ing him. " Are you not coming to tea, Noll ? ' ' 
he asked, giving him the boyish nickname 
that he only indulged in when they were quite 
alone. " What is the matter with you ? Have 
you and Stella quarrelled ? " 

" Not unless she says so : she knows best 
Will you smoke ?" 

" No, thank you; the ladies might not like 
it. Come and let me introduce you to Mr. 
Saville. He is quite impatient to shake hands 
with you." 

" I dare say he is ; but I am not" 

" Did you know he was here ? " 

" I knew the name, and thought I knew the 
man, but it is some time since I saw him last 
He is quite right, he was one of my father's 
oldest friends. He, and Saville, and old Bru- 
denell were schoolboys and under-graduates 
together, and kept up their regard for each 
other longer than is the fashion now-a-days. I 
have a bundle of Saville' s letters to my father, 
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at home. I wonder how he would like to see 
them." 

" You thought you knew him, and yet did 
not speak to him, you cross-grained Oliver?" 
. ^^ Exactly. I did not. I had no intention 
of doing it, and I would rather not do it now, 
only I cannot leave you in the scrape by 
yourself. Don't let hun grow too fond of 
you, that is aU. He was uncommonly fond of 
my father, I am sorry to say." 

" Why are you sorry for that?" 

" Because I am of a grovelling, sordid dis- 
position, and sometimes have the bad taste to. 
prefer money to love." 

" I do not believe you; but what if I did?" 

" Only that Mr. Saville took the one in 
return for the other ; he was very fond indeed 
of his old college friend and schoolfellow, and 
so he drained him dry. I should be afraid to 
say how much my father paid for him, and 
he might as well have flung it all into the sea. 
Now I think affection like that comes ex- 
pensive." 

" For shame, Harcourt — ^as if you would 
not share your last shilling with a friend who 
wanted it!" 

*' Yes ; but that kind of friend has no fancy 
for last shillings. He generally prefers a 
good banker's book. Saville does, I know; 
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SO if we must meet, I mean to harden my 
tender heart against his winning ways." 

" One would think you were a miser, to hear 
you talk" 

" Did you never find that out before ? By 
the way, I suppose your exchequer wants re- 
plenishing for Italy." 

"No, I have plenty — besides, I think 

now ^You cannot really be afraid of his 

asking you for money." 

" Perhaps not ; but I have no fancy for his 
company. I am too fresh and imsophisticated 
to enjoy it." 

" Oh, if you are only chaffing, I may as 
well go in." 

" Wait one moment ; I am going to be as 
serious as ever I was in my life, for it is a 
serious matter. In plain English, I have no 
respect for his character. There is no need 
to go into particulars : he is pretty well 
known, I fancy." 

" You cannot know much about him, if 
you have not seen him for years." 

"I know what he was, and* I do not 
imagine he is much altered." 

" You do not imagine ! And you condenm 
a man unheard, when he may have changed a 
dozen times for all you know ! A man, too, 
who is old and out of health, and has such a 
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guardian angel with him as that sweet girl 1 
I suppose you will be imagining things about 

Aernext?" 

" Oh ! if your periodical attack of love has 
come on, there is nothing more to be said; 
we must be content to wait till it is over, or 
takes a new turn. I have nothing worse to 
say of her, than that she has very bright eyes." 

^' I wish you would not talk in that absurd 
way, as if, because a fellow has been foolish 
once or twice, he is never to be in earnest in 
his life. I say, Harcourt — ^I shall not go to 
Italy now — ^it is duU work travelling alone. 
One's knapsack is a bore, and one wants some 
one to speak to." 

" Well, strike in with us and welcome. I 
do not know where we are going next. The 
ladies are to decide." 

" That means Stella, of course." 

" Stella, if you choose to say so. Come, as 
this must be done, suppose we do it at once, for 
I want a cup of tea, and we shall only quarrel 
if I keep you here." 

Roland,* rejoicing ill his compliant humour, 
was only too glad to turn back into the hotel^ 
and they found their party with Mr. Saville 
and Marion, sitting a,t tea^ evidently on the 
most sociable terms. 

" Here are those truants," said Miss Por- 
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Chester, who was presiding, with Mr. SaviUe 
on her right hand. " Come forward, Har- 
court, and justify yourself before this court- 
for not having found out sooner that Mr. 
SaviUe was an old friend. Here are mamma 
and he making the most romantic discoveries 
of having danced together at balls innumer- 
able, in the good old times of short waists, and 
high coat coUars, tight skirts, and Brummel 
ties. And if it had not been for this good 
boy, Roland, we might have left the place 
without exchanging a word. What excuse 
have you to offer ? " 

" Where the judge is a Jeffreys, and acts 
as public accuser, all defence is futile," said 
Harcourt, bowing to the strangers with calm 
politeness, but ignoring the hand Mr. Saville 
was prepared to offer. ^^ I am much obliged 
to Roland for arriving in time to prevent the 
discovery being made too late. Do you re- 
main here long, Mr. Saville ? ^ 

" We leave to-morrow for Baden-Baden." 
" Rather early for that, is it not ?" 
"It is ; but my object is health ; I have 
been advised to try the waters again; they 
were of great service to me once, and I am 
growing too old to care very much for a 
crowd," 

"Quite right, Mr. SaviUe," said SteUa^ 
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^^and for my part, I think it is much plea- 
santer to enjoy a place without being met 
• at every turn by somebody one knows. It is 
a long time since I was at Baden, and then 
only for two days." 

" I wish I could persuade you to go there 
with us, Miss Porchester. The beauties of the 
scenery are very great, and I know all the 
best excursions, and means of taking them. 
You would find a great deal to see." 

" You are in the habit of going there, Mr. 
Saville ? " said Harcourt. 

" Yes — ^there, and to other watering-places. 
My health unfortunately requires it." 

" Ah, so I feared ; and the remedies there 
are sometimes of a very severe nature, are 
they not? I have known people very much 
the worse for a course of treatment, even 
under very skilful hands." 

Mr. Saville looked at him with a peculiar 
expression in his eyes that would be hard 
to describe, but only for a moment, as he 
turned to Mrs. Porchester with a softened 
smile. 

" How like his father that was said. I 
could almost imagine he was before me. But 
you are wrong, Clarendon, allow me to re- 
mark, as young men often are who form hasty 
judgments on imperfect evidence." 
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" I would rather be wrong than right," said 
Harcourt ; " and that is what young men in 
general object to admitting in words, whatever 
they may do in practice." 

" Then they are improved since my day, for 
we had a set who boldly took the motto, ' Evil, 
be thou my good,' and held to it, in defiance 
of everybody. Wild days those were. I should 
be sorry to see them revived for you young 
feUows." 

" Thank you. We are, indeed, such models 
of steady propriety now-a-days, that we shall 
be insufferably dull company for you, sir. Our 
minds will be absorbed in scenery and guide- 
books, and our time in writing long letters to 
our friends at home, or journals for the benefit 
of our posterity. You will be tired of us in a 
day." 

" Very likely ; but it is not for the pleasure 
of your company that I propose this junction ; 
with such companions as you have with you, 
you could not expect to be missed if you were 
asleep the whole time. Come, Miss Porchester, 
in you is aU my hope. You must be too 
powerful not to be generous ; let me win you 
to our side, and then I defy the rest to make 
difficulties." 

" Take care," said Stella. " There are some 
people who become dreadfully obstinate when 
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defied; and I prefer setting the example of 
amiability. Harcourt," turning to him with a 
smile of entreaty, half real, half assumed, " I 
should like to see Baden again. Will you take 
us there to-morrow?'* 

" Of course," said he, quickly ; " or to the 
North Pole if you asked it. Only, if you do 
not like it this time of year, and are sorry we 
went, do not blame me, that is all." 

He turned away as he spoke, and taking up 
a French newspaper, remained hidden behind 
it as long as the party continued in the saUe. 
His submission was reluctantly made, that was 
evident ; but it was made, and the triumph in 
Stella's eyes made them almost bright, as she 
listened to Mr. Saville's anecdotes, graciously 
receiving the tribute to her attractions, which 
no one knew better how to oflfer. The cloud 
was gone from her brow, and she was in bril- 
liant spirits for the remainder of the evening ; 
an evening which passed to Eoland like a 
dream, the greater part of it being spent at a 
window, watching the Jungfrau in the moon- 
light, by Marion's side. 
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CHAPTER III. 



BASLE. 



Mbs. Poechester and her daughter shared 
the same room : that is to say, she was allowed 
to occupy as much of it as Stella did not want 
for herself; and her share of their maid's 
services was in similar proportion. This even- 
ing, the young lady appeared unusually impa- 
tient, and having curtailed the attendance on 
herself to half its ordinary length, hardly al- 
lowed her mother five minutes before she sent 
Mrs. Jones away, in spite of remonstrance. 

" We shall have a long day's journey to- 
morrow, Jones, and must be called early ; be 
sure I have a cup of coffee the first thing." 
And without giving Mrs. Porchester the chance 
of uttering one of the twenty contradictory 
orders that were quivering on her lips, she 
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closed the door on the half-smiling Mrs. Jones, 
and locked it behind her. 

" My dear Stella, you are so impetuous — 
changing all our plans in a minute, and then 
not explaining to Jones about the boxes. I 
really do wish you would sometimes let me 
speak, I do indeed." 

^^ I beg your pardon, mamma, I had no idea 
you never spoke. I was under the impression 
that I heard you talking prodigiously this 
evening. Harcourt thought so, I am sure." 

" Oh, my dear, I was obliged to be pleasant 
and agreeable to dear Harcourt, to make up 
for your neglect of him. You were so taken 
up with George Saville; I don't wonder at 
that, for he is a delightful man, and always 
was, only sadly wild and extravagant, and de- 
cidedly under a cloud at one time, which made 
Helen BrudeneU marry Mr. Egerton first ; a 
sweet creature she was, I remember her per- 
fectly, and how she was almost engaged to 
George Saville, and then it all came to no- 
thing, and he went abroad, and they said she 
would break her heart, but she didn't." 

" People never do," said Stella ; " it is an 
exploded error to imagine it. They break 
other people's, but not their own." 

"And quite right, too, my dear; nothing is 
more against a girl in life than to be supposed 
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to be broken-hearted about anybody. And 
Helen Brudenell was a sensible young crea- 
ture ; that is, I believe she was dreadfully apt 
to do things^ in a hurry, and be sorry after- 
ivards when it was of no use ; and she accepted 
Mr. Egerton, a well-to-do man of business, and 
very happy they were, only she never got over 
the disappointment about George, and they had 
only this one child, and at last her husband 
died, and then she married George Saville, 
poor thing." 

" Is your pity intended for her, or for him ?" 
" Oh, my dear, for her, of course, because 
she died. No, when one thinks of it, it is for 
him, because he lost her. I believe he ran 
through all her money, except what was tied 
up on her daughter. I remember my poor 
brother Harcourt talking about it at the time, 
and he said — I can hear him now — ^that in a 
few years it would be all they would have to 
live upon, and I dare say it is quite true." 

" Most likely ; he has just that grand care- 
less way of talking about money, that betrays 
the man who has nothing more of his own to 
trouble himself about. I am glad I ami not 
his step-daughter." 

" My dear, what a shocking thing to say !" 
" I ask pardon. Am I likely to become so ? 
It is fair to give me notice." 

VOL. I. E 
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^^ How can you, Stella ? But I do not know 
what has come to you now ; you are not your- 
self ; you are all in a fidget from morning till 
night, and nobody can make out what you 
want. \ Why in the world did you ask to go 
on to Baden ?" 

'^ Because Harcourt did not want to take me 
there. Very wrong, was it not?" 

'^ I am sure I don't know. I never can 
make out what goes on between you two : you 
are like brother and sister one day, and the 
next you hardly speak. You gave us all no 
peace till you dragged us abroad to see Switzer- 
land, and now you must go off somewhere else, 
just to annoy your cousin. I wash my hands 
of it, that is all I can say." 

" Quite right too, mamma, and so would I, 
if I could ; but who can stand against their 
fate ? All the waters of the Giessbach cannot 
wash away what is written by destiny on my 
forehead, that I am to die mistress of Mor- 
lands." 

" My dear, it is very wrong to talk like that, 
and teasing and quarrelling with Harcourt 
will not give you Morlands or anything else, 
so you need not speak of dying in that dis- 
agreeable way ; and if you want him to care 
for you, you should study his little whims and 
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humours, and try to please him, as I did your 
poor papa." 

" I can never hope to be what you were^ 
mamma," said Miss Porchester, laughing 
gently; and she changed the conversation, 
until it was time to drop it entirely. 

The morning rose clear and fine ; the two 
parties met at breakfast in excellent spirits, 
and the cordiality of the preceding evening 
was renewed and strengthened. Mr. Saville 
devoted himself to Stella with an old-fashioned 
gallantry which Harcourt pronounced to be 
insufferable, but which became him as weU as 
her pleasure in it became her. She never 
appeared to such advantage as when animated 
by success ; and her laugh sounded the more 
gaUy that she could see her cousin inwardly 
chafing at the manner in which she was ap- 
propriated. He did not interfere, however; 
he left Gervase Wray to take care of Mrs. 
Porchester, and Roland of Miss Egerton, while 
he lounged about the grounds, or mused over 
the newspaper, as if quite content that all 
trouble was taken off his hands. The bill 
was paid without a comment; the gratuities 
were in accordance with the credit of the 
wealthy Enghshman ; and the ladies' multifa- 
rious boxes being at last safely stowed away, 

£2 
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the travellers were soon seated on the deck of 
the steamer that conveyed them across the 
Lake of Thun. Those who had crossed it 
a few days before had done so in a mist, and 
little knew through what scenes they were 
passing. 

" Look, Mr. Clarendon,** said Marion, " we 
are taking our last farewell of the Jungfrau. 
We shall see nothing so lovely where we are 
going, I fear." 

Roland lifted his hat aa the white peak dis- 
appeared. " I shall always love the sound of 
her name,*' he said, in a low tone, " for the 
sake of yesterday evening." 

She smiled, but did not remove her eyes 
from the prospect they were leaving. "I 
should like to think I should soon see her 
again," said she, presently. 

"What will you give me, if I promise your 
wish shall be fulfilled ?" asked Harcourt, who 
had come up unobserved, and had been watch- 
ing them both. 

" Give you?" she repeated, blushing at 
having been overheard ; " whatever you would 
like to accept." 

" Done, then, Miss Egerton ; you will soon 
see my share of the compact accomplished, 
and I shall expect you to do yours." 

He walked away before she could «fik «ja 
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explanation, so she turned to inquire of Ro- 
land. 

" I know nothing about it," said he ; " only 
that what Harcourt promises always comes 
to pass, and if he said we should soon see 
the Himalayas, I should believe it. I am so 
glad you have seen him, and still more, that 
he has seen you^ 

" He did not seem glad himself though, last 
evening," said Marion, with a slight shake of 
the head. 

" He was put out yesterday ; he is all right 
now. We live in a changeful atmosphere, 
and our tempers change with the sunshine, 
you see." 

"I can see that the sun is very bright at 
this moment, and Mr. Saville is basking in its 
beams. How very handsome Miss Porchester 
is when she is animated. I cannot help look- 
ing at her, till I am afraid I appear quite 
rude." 

" Between ourselves, Stella is very accom- 
modating, and puts up with being admu-ed 
very amiably. And as to its being rude, I 
would not give sixpence for man or woman 
who did not take pleasure in a beautiful thing 
when they saw it." 

" Then look before you— ^see what we are 
leaving. There ! another peak. — ^xA «s\s>fSs\sxi 
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— jouT brother has redeemed his promise : I 
never saw anything more lovely." 

Slowly, one after another, the white peaks 
of the Oberland glacier rose on the horizon, 
so clear and distinct against the sky, it seemed 
as if an hour's journey would have taken the 
travellers to their foot; the darker hills in 
the foreground standing out in bold reKef 
against the bright snow — ^a vision of nature's 
glory for which no previous reading, or fancy, 
can prepare the eyes, that fasten on its beauty 
as if they would make it their own. To Ro- 
land it seemed as if those of Marion had sue* 
ceeded ; and, looking round for Harcourt, he 
caught a glance from him, betraying a similar 
impression. But she was too much absorbed 
to think of them, or utter more than a word 
or two of awe and delight ; unlike Stella Por- 
chester, now calmly discussing every feature 
in the scenery with Mr. Saville and a cour- 
teous Swiss gentleman, who had lent her his 
telescope, and seemed to think her remarks 
more worthy of attention than the subject of 
them. Mrs. Porchester, always melancholy on 
board a steamer, sat with a large parasol over 
her head, and her eyes half shut, bearing the 
giddiness as best -she might, with the help of a 
low murmur of complaint to her cavalier, 
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Mr. Wray, to whom she could lament as she 
pleased, without fear of contradiction. 

He was older than Harcourt, though he 
looked as young : he had been brought up aa 
if he were to inherit independence, and was, 
in truth, as poor as he was idle, and as deeply 
in debt as he was poor ; but, having a large 
acquaintance, and in some degree sharing 
their credit, he still kept his place iii society, 
and was popular as a good-natured, useful 
fellow, always ready for anything. To Mrs. 
Porchester he was peculiarly valuable, ;iyhen- 
ever she had anything to arrange that re- 
quired thought and management — faculties of 
which she possessed but a scanty share, and 
which Stella would not take the trouble of 
using, unless for some object of her own. 
Having been at some pains to cultivate an 
intimacy with Harcourt, . he had always a 
welcome at Morlands whenever he chose to 
seek it ; and there was, every now and then, 
a talk of getting " something" for poor Grer- 
vase — a place with a good salary, and little to 
do, which he modestly affirmed was aU he was 
fit for. Meanwhile, he hung on his friends, 
not as a parasite or flatterer — Harcourt would 
never have tolerated his company on such 
terms — ^but still as one who knew his best 
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claim was his utility, and who never felt his 
welcome so well earned as when he could put 
people in good-humour with themselves. If 
he studied their wishes and their characters 
rather more closely than they were aware, he 
never obtruded his knowledge, and possessed 
all the more real influence for its exercise 
bemg unrecognised. To do him justice, he 
had never yet used it mischievously, nor had 
he any intention of so doing, not seeing that 
there was anything to be gained thereby. 

"It is quite worth the whole journey to 
see any one enjoy a view so thoroughly. Miss 
Egerton," he heard Harcourt say, when Ma- 
rion, as the last white peak disappeared^ 
turned round to her companions, and drew 
a deep breath, as if just awaking. " How is 
it that all this is new to you, when Mr. 
Saville has been as good as a hand-book to my 
cousin, and knows every inch blindfold ?" 

" Mr. Saville has travelled a great deal. I 
have not been about much with him until 
now — ^now that," with some hesitation, "he 
has no other companion." 

"You have resided abroad though, have 
you not T\ 

" Yes. I was at school for a good many 
years. It is a long time since I was in Eng- 
Jand." 
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. " Should you like to return there to live ?" 

" Yes, very much indeed, if it suited Mr. 
Saville ; but he is never well in England." 

" His health appears unfortunately delicate," 
said Harcourt, with a suavity that deceived 
her unsuspicious ear, but not that of his friend; 
*^ do you think Baden will do him good?" 

" Oh, I hope so ; he always goes there once 
a year. Why do you ask ? Are you afraid it 
wiUnot?" 

" That must depend on the regimen he fol- 
lows. He knows the place well, and must be 
a tolerable judge by this time." 

She shook her head involuntarily, and her 
face lost its bright look of pleasure for one of 
care. The beauties around her were for the 
moment forgotten. 

" Don't you begin croaking, Harcourt," said 
Roland. " Mr. Saville looks ten years younger 
this morning than he did yesterday; aad if 
he goes on at this rate, he will be five-and- 
twenty before I am. I never saw a man look 
so different at different times, and really to- 
day he is one of the youngest of the party." 

" That is your cousin's doing," said Marion, 
smiling. " Nothing animates him so much as 
the society of ladies whom he admires as he 
does Miss Porchester." 

" I imagine he has been all his life ac- 
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customed to receive as much admiration as he 
gives," observed Harcourt, "if all one has 
heard be true." 

" You know a good deal about him ?" said 
she, rather eagerly ; " your father was his in- 
timate friend, he told me." 

" He was ; and his fervent admirer, which 
intimate friends seldom are." 

" He must have been very fascinating, very 
attractive," she said, thoughtfully, as if the 
words* meant a great deal more than they 
seemed to do. 

" Yes, he certainly was," said Harcourt, 
" for I believe he could persuade anybody 
into anything. Friends, relations, tradesmen 
— ^all fared alike ; if they made fifty resolu- 
tions to stand firm, his voice and his manner 
knocked them over in as many seconds." 

" I can quite believe it — I can quite believe 
it," repeated Miss Egerton, " and I think even 
now " 

She checked herself; Harcourt smiled good- 
naturedly. 

" Even now, I should imagine, he had not 
much difficulty in canying his point with 
amiable people. Small blame to any one who 
yields ; but the gift is not without its dangers, 
and I dare say you have sometimes to thwart 
him for his own good. It is woman's special 
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duty towards man, and I know none that is 
more faithfully performed." 

" Is it from your own experience you 
speak ?" 

" From my own experience, enlightened by 
profound reflection on the subject. What a 
living instance of it I am myself, you may 
easjly judge when I tell you, that for months 
past I have heard this journey of ours dis- 
cussed and arranged, always plainly declaring 
my resolution to stay at home — ^that^when 
the fixed time arrived, I found my goods md 
person stowed away in raUway carriages and 
steamers, and not even a choice allowed me 
of a single stage. Worst of all, when I had, 
as I hoped, fairly gotten rid pf a great trouble- 
some younger brother, always in the way, 
here I am, saddled with him weeks sooner 
than I had the smallest right to expect ; and 
it is entirely the doing of you ladies." 

" Mr. Saville," said Stella at that moment, 
" have you observed how very seriously Miss 
Egerton and my cousin are talking, and oc- 
casionally looking at us ? I am sure we are 
under discussion. I can always tell, by a sort 
of galvanic influence, when I am being talked 
about ; and I feel positively afraid of Miss 
Egerton's clever eyes. She is very clever, is 
she not?" 
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" No, nothing extraordinary ; she is quick, 
and has a clear memory, and a good deal of 
readiness and sense ; but, happily for herself, 
is no wiser than the rest of her sex." 

" That is not one of your polite speeches, 
Mr. Saville." 

" Is it not ? Do you consider wisdom fit 
for women?" 

" How are they to get through the world 
without it?" 

" That is answering one question by another. 
Facts are against you, as they certainly do. 
You need not resent the inference. You 
have aU the graces, the good taste, the right 
impulses, on your side ; and these would lose 
half their charm if they were the result of 
reasoning. It is a decided point, you know, 
that a woman is an exception to the prover- 
bial rule ; as her first thoughts are generally 
right, and her second wrong." 

They had been moving towards the rest 
while speaking, and Miss Porchester now ap- 
pealed to Marion. " Is it true. Miss Egerton, 
that Mr. Saville's professed and laudable ad- 
miration of our sex is combined with the 
most profound contempt for their understand- 
ing ? You ought to be a competent judge, 
and a safe witness." 

Marion looked at her step-father with a 
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smile, but seemed to find so much difficulty 
in answering the question in the spirit in 
which it was asked, that Harcourt took some 
pains to change the subject. He little knew 
that she overheard him, soon after, remark to 
his friend Mr. Wray, that Saville, of all men, 
was best qualified to pronounce on women's 
wisdom — ^for they were the only people who 
had never found hun out. 

Was that true? Were the womanly un- 
derstandings that had believed in him, long 
after men had given him up, quite as obtuse 
as they were supposed to be? Marion Eger- 
ton could have told a diflferent tale, and those 
words kept her thinking long after they were 
forgotten by the speaker. In their railway 
journey from Thun, she was seated by Mrs. 
Porchester, and had ample leisure for reverie 
and retrospect. 

Her earliest recollections were of such a 
happy childhood as seemed to her more like 
an ideal of her imagination than any reality 
she had actually enjoyed. It was no dream, 
but it passed away as such ; and after a short 
interval of a grief she was too young to un- 
derstand, during which she was never out of 
her mother's sight, came a dreary change, 
stretching over the best part of her young 
life. Little had John Egerton known to what 
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he was dooming his pet, when he left her in 
her mother's hands, as the guardian with 
whom she would be safest, and on whom it 
would be an injustice to place any restriction 
whatever. It was one of the few mistakes of 
his useful practical life, and it might be par- 
doned, for he had loved with a blind devotion 
that saw no fault; and he knew nothing of 
his wife's early history, often as she had longed 
for courage to teU it. 

Poor Helen Brudenell I With every quali- 
fication for giving and enjoying happiness^ 
she had lacked that one attribute of moral 
resolution, without which the rest availed her 
little. Her engagement to George Saville was 
broken off through the interference of her 
friends, on account of his character; and her 
judgment had acquiesced in the decree that 
forbade her thinking of him more. He left 
England with the ban of society on his once 
loved name, and all said she had had a happy 
escape. She bore up in the eyes of the world 
even so as to deceive those who knew her best ; 
and when, some years after, she married a man 
considerably her senior, she was believed to 
be so thoroughly heart-whole, it was a matter 
of conjecture whether she had ever cared for 
Saville at all. Adored by her husband, she 
seemed happy ; he never knew that she was 
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•not— perhaps she did not know it herself— 
and had he Hved, and she had confided in his 
tenderness, it is probable her cure might have 
been complete. But he died, and left her rich, 
and unfettered ; &nd in a foreign tour with 
her child, she met George Saville again. What 
need to dwell on the result ? — ^how, between 
persuasion, argument, and fascination, her un- 
derstanding was blinded, and the long dor- 
mant passionate love allowed to resume its 
sway, more despotically than ever ? She gave 
him all — ^and for sixteen years followed his 
wanderings; never able to persuade him to 
settle anywhere, but always trjdng to hope 
that he would; and when slowly convinced 
that his reformation was far from being what 
he had professed it to be, devoting herself to 
carry it on. A hard, hard task, for which she 
was ill qualified, but at which she toiled, 
during the closing years of her life, as the one 
object for which they were given — which was 
to compensate for all besides. In some degree, 
she was compensated; her presence and in- 
fluence had a salutary eflfect ; and he did care 
for her sufficiently to yield to her scruples 
where his inclinations did not stand too much 
in the way, and to lead a quieter existence 
than he would have done alone. But mean- 
whUe, she was, for long periods, parted from 
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her child, who, by tacit consent, was never 
taught to consider him in the Kght of a father, 
and was never aUowed to interfere with a 
single plan of his, whether of business or 
pleasure. At first, her holidays were spent 
with them, but this was found inconvenient; 
and for some years she remained at school, 
visited by her mother whenever Mr. Saville 
was absent with friends, on some expedition 
for health or pleasure. Her visits and her 
frequent letters were, through this period, 
the happiness of Marion's life. Mrs. Saville 
always dreaded her forming intimacies among 
her companions, and by her special orders, 
the ladies in whose charge she was left 
watched over her so assiduously, to form any 
would have been a difficult matter. She was 
thus as isolated in the midst of numbers, as if 
in the obscurest village of her native country, 
without the compensation of freedom ; well 
taught, well drilled, and kindly treated, but 
alone in heart; living on the hope, always 
held out as an incentive to improvement, that 
when her education was finished, and Mr. 
SavUle's health would permit, she should go 
home. Home meant to her no particular 
spot, but wherever her mother was; and 
when the time came that school might be 
left, without realising her hopes, it would be 
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hard to say whether mother or daughter 
suffered most. Two years longer they en- 
dured the sickness of hope deferred — a 
period spent by Marion in greater seclusion 
than ever — ^when Mr. Saville unexpectedly 
paid her a visit, was charmed with her man- 
ners and countenance, and carried her away 
with him as a surprise for her mother — ^re- 
ceiving, and perhaps expecting to receive, as 
much gratitude from both as if he had been 
her tender protector through all those neg- 
lected years. If it were, indeed, an unusual 
impulse of kind feeling that dictated the 
proceedmg, it met with its full reward ; for 
it remamed stamped on Marion's memory 
when her previous disappointments were for- 
gotten ; and she looked on him less as the 
man who parted her from her mother, than as 
the one who had united them again. Merci- 
ful to both, as it proved, was that reunion ; 
for not long after, Mrs. Saville was taken ill, 
and after several months of lingering pain, 
died in the arms of her husband and child. 
Experience had taught her poor heart and 
brain to be diplomatic. She left Marion, 
then within a year of her majority, under 
her step-father's guardianship, confiding her 
to him, when he was alone with her on one 
occasion, and his tenderness had been stict^A 
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up by the parting he saw at hand, as the 
most precious proof she could give of her 
trust in his love. And to Marion herself, 
ahnost her last whisper was the prayer that 
had ever since vibrated in her heart, never to 
leave him while he lived. She did not say, 
"never give up hopes of him," for the faults 
from which they suffered were a subject never 
breathed between those two — ^but Marion read 
in the dying eyes all that the lips left un- 
spoken. Everybody said that Mr. Saville 
would soon grow tired of his charge, and 
some of their friends tried at first to alter 
the arrangement; but Marion pleaded her 
mother's injunction, resisting the most cogent 
arguments in the strength of that last look; 
and Mr. Saville, though he shrugged his 
shoulders, and smiled sarcastically, when ban- 
tered about his guardianship, showed no 
symptoms of wishing to be released from 
responsibility. Marion's majority placed her 
in a more independent position with regard 
to income, and the small fortune remaining 
to her of all Mr. Egerton's savings, was, in the 
eyes of the world, quite sufficient attraction 
to account for the harmony in which she lived 
with her step-father. 

With these outlines of her history, the 
world in general, meaning such in it as cared 
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to know, was pretty well acquainted ; and 
Mrs. Porchester only required to collect her 
ideas and recollections a little, to be quite 
prepared to cross-question her on many points 
respecting which reports had been contra- 
dictory. Had this occurred a month or two 
sooner, Marion might have thought it irksome ; 
but she was in the mood to be pleased with her 
new acquaintance, and to wish them to be 
pleased with her ; and she exerted herself to be 
an agreeable companion, without allowing the 
conviction to stamp itself on her mind, that 
Mrs. Porchester was just the reverse. The 
good lady, who did not always find young 
people respond to her attentions as they 
deserved, took a great fancy to her, and 
availed herself of the opportunity of pouring 
out all her grievances, past, present, and to 
come. Some people are never cured of the 
delusion that everybody is interested in other 
people's family affairs ; and the last thing that 
ever occurred to Mrs. Porchester was to be silent 
about anything that was at all interesting to 
herself. They slept at Basle that night ; and 
the greater part of the evening she kept Miss 
Egerton by her side, to the great aggravation 
of Roland, whose only comfort at last was to 
do his best to interrupt the conversation. 

f2 



68 THE BROTHERS. 

It had reached this point when he ap- 
proached : " And so, my dear, it came to this, 
I said to my daughter, either she or I must 
leave the house." 

" Halloa 1" ejaculated Roland. 

" My dear boy, how you make one jump. 
What is the matter ?" 

" That I must ask you^ for it sounds to me 
very serious. It is more than / should dare 
say to Stella, I know, for I should be pretty 
sure of her aoiswer." 

" Of course, my dear, and so was I ; and 
the long and the short of the matter is, she 
went — and from that day to this I have never 
been able to find all my spoons. That was 
convincing, was it not ?" 

" I should think so," said Roland. " The 
question is, whether we ought to sit down in 
the same room with her or not." 

" With whom, my dear ?" 

"With Stella. Here she is to answer for 
herself. Stella, how could you make away 
with the family plate ?" 

" What is the joke ?" asked Stella, calmly. 

" I do not know if you consider it a joke 
to have your little weaknesses shown up to 
Miss Egerton. I should be miserable if they 
were mine." 

^^I wish Miss Egerton a pleaaanter amuse- 
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ment. Mamma, how can you bore her good 
nature with things she cannot care to hear? 
Yes, I understand, you were only telling 
cook stories — ^you know Mrs. Gatty's charm- 
ing story, Miss Egerton, I dare say^ — but on a 
tour we agree to leave sordid household, cares 
behind us. Time enough to take them up 
when we are obliged to return to England." 

" Obliged ?" said Marion. 

" Well, yes ; I may as well use that word, 
for circumstances are often tyrants, and though 
no Czar orders us home, we shall have to go 
when our time is up. You are fortunate in 
not being tied to time or place." 

" I don't know that, my dear," said Mrs. 
Porchester, shaking her head ; " I don't think 
it at all a good thing for people to be wander- 
ing up and down the world, and never being 
settled, or having their things properly un- 
packed, or a comer they can call their own. 
I am sure, my dear Stella, as I often say, to 
you and Harcourt too, I hope some good will 
come of all this travelling, for to my mind the 
pleasantest part of the journey- will be when I 
get out safely at my own door. There is 
Roland, who thinks just the same ; so wild as 
he was to go marching, nobody knows where, 
all by himself, when he started — and see how 
soon he grew tired of it. What should you 
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have done, my dear boy, if you had not 
found us ?" 

" I cannot imagine, aunt. Let us drop a 
veil on so frightful a probability." 

" I am sure, Miss Egerton," his aunt went 
on, "if you only knew how hard it is to 
make out what yoimg people really wish fit)m 
one day's end to another, you would pity 
me. There is Roland, you see, for one, and 
Harcourt is just such another ; all in a hurry 
to go here, there, and everjnvhere one day, 
and another with his legs up on the sofa, 
qidte aflfronted if you ask him to go into 
a shop. And as to Stella — oh, well, I must 
not be hard on her, dear child." (Stella had 
moved across the room by this time, and the 
speaker's voice dropped confidentially.) " You 
can see, I dare say, what is going on among 
us ; there is no hiding these things, and when 
young people's heads are running on that 
subject, you cannot expect them to know 
their own minds, can you? You wouldn't 
know your own." 

Marion was spared the difficulty of reply by 
a sharp remark of Stella's, that she was drop- 
ping with fatigue, and that if mamma had 
done with her confidences, she should be glad 
to go to bed; on which hint the party 
obediently dispersed — how soon Mrs. Por- 
Chester was allowed to go to a\ee^, tcl\3^\)^ 
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nevertheless, remain an open subject of in- 
quiry. 

It was Mr. SaviUe's habit to take an egg 
beaten up in wine in his room before undress- 
ing ; and Marion having prepared it for him 
once, he had never fancied it again from any 
one else. It had thus become a regular 
custom of hers to go into his apartment before 
retiring to her own; and though his moods 
were variable, sometimes silent, sometimes 
playful, sometimes depressed, he always treated 
her with a kindness that showed he took 
pleasure in her attendance. On the present 
occasion he seemed more tired than usual, and 
sat without speaking, till she had nearly acr. 
complished her task. 

" I wonder," he observed, at last, with some 
deliberation, " if Miss Porchester ever did such 
a thing as that." 

" Probably not," said Marion; " she is one 
of those people whom everybody else would 
wait upon, as a matter of course. I should do 
so at once — I could not help it." 

" Ay," said he, " the world is made up of 
rulers and servants ; and Miss Stella has thp 
making of an Eighth Harry in her self-will. I 
thought I saw something in your face to-night, 
though, which was not all subservient admira- 
tion." 

^^ Only when she spoke s»o ^ar^^ \r> V^ 
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mother. I could not imagine how she could 
bear to do it." 

" No, she does not come up to your ideal 
of filial duty, I dare say; but Marion, my 
dear, we must own, between . ourselves, that 
her worthy mother is not exactly a model of 
wisdom. What could she have been twaddling 
to you about all the evening ? I wondered at 
your patience ; but I did detect a yawn now 
and then, which showed you were mortal. 
We will manage better for you to-morrow, or 
those young fellows will be doing something 
desperate. There, take care, or you will spoil 
my supper for the first time in your life. I 
did not mean to make your hand shake at 
such a crisis." 

The young lady made no immediate reply, 
— ^perhaps because her attention was absorbed 
in the completion of her services ; but when 
she handed the glass to Mr. Saville, she ob- 
served that Mrs. Porchester had been telling 
her several stories about her servants, in 
whom she seemed to have been singularly 
imfortimate — ^they all began so well and ended 
so badly. 

" That is a peculiarity not confined to cooks 

and housemaids," said he, leaning back in his 

chair, and playing with his spoon ; "to begin 

well is not diflicult — at least, when you have 

no money, '^ 
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" Is money a hindrance ? " 

" A terrible one." He sipped his draught 
mechanically, and put down the glass. " Ma- 
rion, those are two fine young men, those 
Clarendons." 

" Both ?" inquired she. 

" Well, Roland has more of the muscular 
Christian, perhaps, but Harcourt would be his 
match where pluck and skill were concerned. 
He has a rare brain of his own, and I should 
imagme a tremendous temper." . 

" I hope Miss Porchester will be happy 
with him." 

"I hope she may, if she wishes it. That 
she is not happy without him, however, is all 
that any one can surmise. Don't run away 
with any hasty notions ; things are not so far 
advanced as you seem to fancy." 

" Mrs. Porchester gave me to under- 
stand " 

*' She may give what she pleases ; I only 
tell you what I know to be fact. I had a long 
talk with Wray about the whole family; it 
quite took me back to my young days. Ay 
de mi ! I have those boys' father before my 
eyes as plainly as I have you. He was a 
prince — ^more, for princes forget ; but he never 
would. We were three of us — Clarendon, 
Brudenell, and I — ^who pulled together as boys 
and meiiy and shoulder to shoioiAfeT, i'S^X* ^^ 
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were a match for the world. Clarendon in 
his grave is not more effectually dead to me 
than Brudenell in his parsonage; and it is 
too late now to think of a resurrection." 

It was so rare for him to show any emotion, 
or to speak of his own past, that Marion, 
though touched and interested, hardly knew 
how to answer. Her eyes invited further 
confidence, and he soon went on, half to her, 
half to himself. " Yes, we three had a rare 
life at one time, and thought nothing in the 
world should ever prevent our going through 
it arm in arm. What fools we are when we 
are young ! We believe then in everything — 
in love, in friendship, in man's truth, in 
woman's divinity, in parson's teaching — when 
we are as old as I am, Marion, we find out 
what they are all worth." 

Had this been said to' his wife — such things 
had been more than once — she would have 
drooped her head, and allowed it to pass in 
outward acquiescence and inward sorrow ; but 
Marion was young and fearless in her belief, 
and she uttered an expression of almost in- 
dignant disapproval, that seemed rather to 
amuse than offend him. " You will be a 
niece after Julian BrudeneU's own heart, in 
spite of all the mischief I am supposed to 
have done you. And I do not mind owning 
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to you, Marion, that I have often lately wished 
I could, for half an hour at least, feel as you 
do — as your mother did. No, do not look 
at me so eagerly; it is nothing to build a 
hope upon ; I am none the better for it — ^per- 
haps the worse ; but when those young fellows 
were talking of their home, and their planta- 
tions and covers, and all the old country I 
remember so well, and Brudenell in his pulpit 
on Sunday — ^it did come into my head very 
strongly, how much I should like to be in 
England once more." 

" Oh, dear sir — ^if we could but go back 
there to live ! " exclaimed Marion, the water 
rushing to her eyes at this unexpected echo 
of her own yearning wishes, " that would be 
happiness !" 

" You think so ? Well, I own when I have 
thought of the hedgerows, and green lanes, 
and turf, I have hankered after them before — 
but not as I do now. I dare say it could be 
managed ; if a friend or two would come for- 
ward, one could compromise some things, and 
old scrapes are pretty well forgotten by this 
time ; no one would care to hinder me now ; 
and if you, Marion, were only married, with 
a good house of your own, you would give 
the old man a seat in the chimney-corner for 
the remainder of his days, I know." 
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She drew nearer to his chair, and gently 
caressed his hand. ^^ I hope you do not mean 
to wait for that." 

" I should like to see it, Marion. I should 
like to know you were well married. You are 
an anxious charge, my dear." 

" I am afraid I am a trouble to you, sir." 

" You are — a heavy trouble ; for whenever 
I look in your face, I am reminded of all I 
owe you. Do you know how much richer 
you would have been if I had broken my neck 
thirty years ago, when I rode my last steeple- 
chase ? No, you don't — ^how should you ? but 
I do; and it makes me feel to-night like a 
thief — almost a penitent one." 

Marion pressed his hand, and murmured 
that he was not to talk so — he knew 

" Yes, I know you are Helen's own child, 
and as unselfish as she was ; and if I live I 
will requite you, and w^ will ride on English 
turf together, or sleep under it, before Christ- 
mas — ^that we win. Now good night, my dear, 
or Auguste will think the world is coming to 
an end, and that would suit the rascal's ac- 
count as little as it would mine." 
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CHAPTER IV. 



BADEN-BADEN. 



Marion was the first of the party at the 
breakfast-table the next morning, and while 
waiting for the rest, had leisure to think over 
what had been said the night before. Not that 
she had not thought of it already; in her 
prayers, in her dreams, the hope so often dis- 
appointed, now so Vexpectedly revived, had 
been vividly present, givk^g her Ufe new colour 
and shape ; but now she could bring the %ht 
of the outer world to play upon it, it was easier 
to judge of its probabilities of fulfilment. That 
which her mother had striven for so long in 
vain, was it now about to be granted to her ? 
That there were many difficulties in the way, 
she was well aware, but whether they were in- 
superable or not, she had but scanty means of 
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judging. Mr. Saville rarely mentioned any 
matters of business, except when he wanted 
money; and if her mother knew the real state 
of his affairs, she never did more than hint at 
them. 

"To go back to England — ^to see Uncle 
Brudenell again — ^to visit my father's grave — 
to know Mr. Saville was doing what she so 
longed for him to do, and was happy and con- 
tented — ^may I dare to hope for so much at 
once? Yes, if it is good for me, I know I 
may. I wonder how people get through long 
lives of trouble and disappointment who have 
not that comfort to keep them up. And yet 
some do. It must be that they are supported 
without knowing it. He does not always 
wait to be asked before He gives us His good 
things." 

" You put us all to shajne. Miss Egerton," 
said Harcourt Clarendon, entering as this last 
thought passed through her mind. " I did not 
expect any of you ladies would be ready for 
an hour. Mine wiU not, 111 answer for it. It 
is our peculiar style of travelling, that we are 
generally too late for everything; but I do 
not know that we get on the worse for it. 
You, I suppose, are more than half conti- 
nental in your habits and hours ?" 

"If it is continental to be early in the 
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morning, I may say so, perhaps ; but I would 
rather beUeve it was EngKsh." 

" Your expatriation, then, has not cured 
you of the national weakness ?" 

"Is it a weakness to favour your own 
country ?" 

" What a question I Do you not know that 
all those local and individual preferences are 
exploded now ? They went out of fashion 
with the John Bull in top-boots, and a white 
great-coat, and a bull-dog, whom we used to 
see on the European stage, offering his wife 
for sale in Smithfield. We have began to dis- 
cover that our grandfathers and grandmothers 
were not as wise as they made us beUeve; 
and, in consequence, we repudiate all their 
opinions, as our grandchildren, if we have 
any, will repudiate ours. Such is life, Miss 
Egerton, though living among the barbarians 
here, you may not have learned it yet." 

" No,'' said she, " that I certainly have not. 
I should hold an opinion the more stu'rdily 
that it had been held by one I respected and 
loved." 

" Exactly ; and half the belief of the world 
rests on no better foundation, if people only 
had the honesty to confess it ; but few have 
courage enough for that. Well, Roland," as 
his brother came in* at that momeut, mth. kia 



80 THE BBOTHEBS. 

hands full of flowers, " you have foraged to 
some purpose. Thank you," coolly taking a 
choice bunch of roses from his hand ; " just 
what I wanted. What a comfort it is to have 
a little brother to do one's errands. May I 
offer you these, Miss Egerton ? The boy has 
not many good qualities, but he just knows a 
peony from a buttercup. You may generally 
trust him about flowers/' 

Marion accepted the fragrant gift with sin- 
cere pleasure, and half buried her face in the 
glowing petals, still fr^ with the morning 
dew ; ^vhile Harcourt disposed of the rest of 
the bouquet in the plates of his aunt and 
cousin. j^^ V ^. 

" You deserve flowers. Miss Egerton," said 
Roland, " for you enjoy them for their own 
sakes. Now Stella only cares to have them 
given her." 

" The giving may add to their attraction. I 
am not going to dispute that," said Marion ; 
" but these roses are quite above such external 
assistance. It is quite a pity to expose them 
to the heat and dust of the railroad." 

" I wish I had a handful off our Morlands 
rose-trees for you. There are none like them, 
as I hope to hear you acknowledge. Ah, you 
may well look surprised at my impertinence ; 
but I have a confession to make, Miss Egerton. 
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My room is next to Mr. Saville's, and as the 
walls seem to be made of brown paper, I could 
not help overhearing some of your conversa- 
tion last night." " 

She was rather confounded at this, not 
being quite sure whether more had not been 
said than was meant for the public ear. 

" It was our fault for forgetting the thin 
partition," she said ; « but perhaps you wiU teU 
me how much reached you." 

" Enough to make me exceedingly happy. 
You both talked of coming to England." 

" To England?" repeated Harcourt. " May 

I ask if it was your proposal, or Mr. Saville's ?" 

/^" It was hi^ plaii, but it has long been my 

wish. I dare not think ^ it too much j he 

maj^ave changed his mind this morning." 

*' To England — ^anywhere in particular ?" 

" Oh, nothing was spoken of decidedly; but 
the truth is, he has begun to long for the old 
scenes he remembers so well, and of which you 
remind him. I am right, am I not, in under- 
standing that you are intimate with my uncle, 
Mr. BrudeneU ?" 

" We ought to be ; he is our parish clergy- 
man, and was my father's best Mend." 

" Have you ever heard him speak of Mr. 
SaviUe ?" 

VOL. I. G 
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" Yes, occaaioiuilly. Now, Miss Egerton, 
pray take care what you ask me next." 

" Do not be afiraid,'* she said, looking down. 
" I know there has been great unhappineas, 
and, I believe, misunderstanding; but all I 
know of my unde is so good, I cannot help 
thinking he would be glad to forget the past, 
and see him once more." 

" It is not for me to offer an opinion ; I 
believe as you do, that if it is a matter of self- 
forgetting, Brudenell would be ready enough ; 
but I am afraid there has been more than 
misunderstanding. Forgive my being plain- 
spoken." 

She looked at him wistfully, almost with 
fear. Roland eagerly interposed with as- 
surances that dear <>ld Brudenell was the 
kindest fellow in the world, and Mrs. Brude- 
nell the best woman, and that he would answer 
for both, that they would only be too delighted 
at any arrangement that brought her near 
them. Not that he had ever heard them say 
so, exactly, but he remembered now quite well 
how savage Mrs. BrudeneU was when he went 
to see her once, and there was a letter about 
her niece — that she was not coming to England. 
" I little knew then," added he, " that I should 
meet that niece one day, and so I thought no- 
thing more about it, till I found out who you 
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were ; but I can tell you, she was so angry 
then, she could only be pleased now/' 

Marion doubted; Harcourt said nothing. 
"At all events, we shall know m a few 
days," said Roland, presently, " for I owe her 
a letter." 

" You correspond with my aunt, then ?" 

" Oh yes ; that is, I promised to write, and 
forgot all about it, if you call that correspond- 
ing. A pretty trhmmng she wiU give me, im. 
less the news I can send her now puts her in 
too good humour. Can I deliver any mes- 
sage ?" 

" Thank you, no ; I must not venture yet. 
It may all end in nothing, as other plans have 
done. I dare not be sanguine." 

She seemed to fear she had said too much, 
and turned away to greet Mrs. Porchester and 
Stella, who had entered while she was speak- 
ing. However, the latter had overiieard the last 
sentence, and inquired with some curiosity to 
what it referred, and, as soon as she knew, 
was pleased to say it was a very sensible idea, 
and did Mr. SaviUe credit. And Mr. Saville 
coming in directly afterwards, was rather 
amused to find his vision being diseased 
openly by the party, each of whom, Harcourt 
excepted, had a suggestion to make, an in- 
quiry to put^ or a counsel to oflfer^ x^om^ 

g2 
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by him with a smiling complaisance, that 
reassured Marion's failing courage. It was 
something gained that he could speak of it at 
all to others, and if only Harcourt Clarendon 
would not look so impenetrably grave, she 
could almost allow her hopes to breathe freely. 
But Harcourt said not a word, and seemed 
carefully to shun meeting her eyes. 

It happened, in the course of that day's 
journey, that a change of arrangemente gave 
her a place by his side, and she found cou- 
rage, after considerable hesitation, to utter the 
fear that haunted her — ^the fear that Mr. Cla- 
rendon knew more than he liked to acknow- 
ledge — some insuperable difficulty in the way 
of her wishes. Would he be kind enough to 
teU her if it were so ? She believed she ought 
to know the truth, as otherwise she might 
make mistakes from ignorance. 

" I warned you. Miss Egerton, to be careful 
what you asked me." 

" I would be careful, but I am too ignorant 
to judge whether I ought to ask you or not." 

" Do not be in a hurry to part with your 

ignorance. I assure you there is no pleasure 
in too much knowledge." 

"I beg your pardon," said she, gravely, 
and she drew back, regretting she had ven- 
tured 80 far on so short an acquaintance; 
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while he sat for the rest of the way without 
stirring or speaking, a symptom well known 
to his Mends as betokening a conung pur- 
pose, but to Marion only a proof of his being 
offended. 

It was late in the evening when they 
reached the hotel at Baden, where Louis had 
engaged their rooms, and where Mr. Saville 
seemed well known, and was greeted with 
special civility. There appeared no hesitation 
on his part, or Auguste's, with regard to 
expense ; it was wonderful how little trouble 
money matters ever gave them. Miss Egerton 
might occasionally look anxious, and express 
a doubt; but her opinion went for so little, 
she might as well have withheld it altogether. 
The one who purveyed for the expenditure 
was the last consulted as to its amount. The 
party were sufficiently tired to be glad to dis- 
perse as soon as their late meal was finished ; 
but Harcourt gave Roland a hint, and the 
brothers were presently sauntering along the 
picturesque All^e, by the side of the gay little 
river, now reduced to its summer proportions, 
but singing as merrily over the stones as if it 
shared Mr. Saville's philosophy. 

After walking a few paces, Harcourt put his 
hand into his brother's arm. 

" Look here, Roland," he began. 
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"Wdl, old fellow, what is it? Are you 
going to apologise for behaving like a dog in 
the manger all this blessed day, nether en- 
joying yourself nor allowing anybody else to 
doit?" 

" How have I hindered you?" 

"I like that, when you got Miss Egerton 
up into a comer, and sat sulking the whole 
way, as if you hated her, while I would have 
given my eyes to be in your place 1" 

" Keep your eyes, my boy ; you will want 
all the light they can give you in the road you 
are going." 

Roland plucked a leaf from a tree they 
were passing, and twisted it into half a dozen 
shapes before he observed, not with strict 
truth, that he <Hd not know what that meant. 

" You don't ? Then I need not trouble my- 
self. I thought it was the wish of your heart 
that Mr. Saville should take Miss Egerton to 
live in England, wititdn an easy distance of 
Morlands." 

" Harcourt, do not speak in that tone — it is 
no joking matter to me. My happiness for 
life is at stake." 

"I am afraid it is, indeed. Roland, my 
boy, I am sorry for you ; but it is madness, 
and must not be thought of." 
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"Who put that into your head? Did 
Wray ?" 

"Wray only confirmed what I knew al- 
ready. Me said it was only too certain that 
he had spent everything he could get out of 
his wife, and is living now on her daughter. 
I know how he served his friends — ^the poor 
girl asks if there is any reason why Brudenell 
should not be glad to see him. How could I 
tell her the truth — that his conduct to Brude* 
sell was such, it required aU his sweetness of 
disposition to speak of him without bitter 
words? It is not that he is a bad-hearted 
fellow, I believe ; but he is a second Sheridan 
in money matters, and has no sense of honour 
where £ s. d. are concerned." 

" Well, he has not asked you for anything 
yet, at any rate." 

" He has not, certainly ; but how is he to 
compound with his creditors, as Wray says, 
without help, and a good deal of help, too ? I 
know what this sudden revival of my father's 
memory means, perfectly well, and have no 
fancy to copy him m that respect, whatever I 
might wish in others." 

"Do jrou think it could be arranged for 
him to go* back and live near us, then ?" 

"Isuppose it could, if any one t^i^ weak 
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enough to help him, and if those he injured 
chose to overlook the past. How I could 
ever ask him into my father's house I do 
not quite see, but if he were my neighbour, 
I suppose I should have to do it ; and a 
bad day it would be for us all. Roland, 
my boy, I want you to make a sacrifice — I 
want you to go away — anywhere that you 
please — at any expense that you please — only 
go, and go at once, to-morrow, if you can." 

" I never heard of such a thing. I would 
not give you a farthing for the finest country 
in the world if I had to leave Marion Egerton 
behind. Your care comes too late, Noll, 
thank you all the same." 

" What do you know of her — ^what can you 
know, beyond that she has a pleasant manner 
and bright eyes ?" 

"I know that I love her, and that is 
enough ; and what she wishes I will try to 
give her, and whoever she cares for I will 
care for too." 

" And for one who cares for you^ you will 
do nothing." 

" Don't say that, Harcourt ; it is not fair^ — 
it is not true. You know I would do any- 
thing to please you that I could ; but this is 
more than any one should ask. I might say, 
in return, that you, who know how deeply my 
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happiness is concerned, if you cared for me, 
would help instead of hindering." 

" You think it would be a brotherly act on 
my part to pay Saville's debts ?" 

"No, indeed; but you might help — ^you 
might try what could be done, and give him 
this one chance of ending his days in peace 
and comfort. Whatever he may have been 
formerly, he is altered now, and if our father 
loved him so much, there must be something in 
him worth loving. I am sure, if he were alive, 
he would do it ; and you stand in his place, 
Noll, as nobody else could; and money is 
nothing to you. Let us screw somehow or 
other, and keep fewer horses. I will give up 
hunting, and everjrthing, if that will do it." 

" Give up hunting? I shaQ begin to think 
you are in earnest soon." 

" And why should I not be in earnest ? I 
never was, if I am not now." 

" And so am I, Roland, when I once more 
beg you to get the better of this. I treat you 
as a man, you see, and do not laugh at it as 
boyish folly ; and I look for a man's conduct 
in return." 

" A man's part is to stand by the woman he 
loves, and by her friends for her sake. I mean 
to stand by Mr. Saville, and those who care 
for me will do the same." 
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" Then I have no more to say," was Har- 
court's answer, and he proved it by his silence 
all the rest of the walk. 

He had laid aside his moodiness, however, 
when the party met next morning, and were 
discussing their plans of amusement for the 
day; for Stella, having begmi to lament she 
had neither horse nor habit for an excursion, 
he not only volmiteered to see whether such 
things could be obtained, but actually set off 
on the errand alone, rejecting all offers of as- 
sistance from Gervase or Roland. In about 
an hour he returned, announcing his succ^ 
and that two riding-dresses would be sent with 
the horses .immediately. Marion was not pre- 
pared for this, having no idea of such an ex- 
pense being incurred on her account, and 
looked at Mr. Saville in some dismay for help ; 
but he only smiled pleasantly, as if it were all 
a matter of course, and hoped she would enjoy 
herself. 

" I have never seen you ride, my dear, but 
I have no doubt you can do anything you 
try. 

" I have not ridden since I was quite a 
child. I am afraid I shall acquit myself very 
badly, and spoil Miss Porchester's pleasure," 
said Marion, not sure whether she were fright- 
ened or pleased. 
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" K you will trust yourself to me, Miss 
Egerton," said Harcourt, " I think I can an- 
swer for your being neither in danger of huiii- 
ing yourself nor of hindering other people's 
enjoyment. As I chose the horses, I am re- 
^onsible for their being safe." 

" If Clarendon undertakes for your safety, 
my dear," added Mr. Saville, " I shall have no 
anxiety about you. Take care of her, Har- 
court, my dear fellow, for I should find her 
hard ix) replace, and I have not as much faith 
in your cattle as I have in yourself." 

" I promise not to leave Miss Egerton's 
bridle unless at her special desire f said Har- 
court ; and he kq)t his word, leaving Stella en- 
tirely to the other two, and baffling aU Roland's 
somewhat transparent devices to change places. 
" One at a time is enough for a lesson," he 
said ; " Miss Egerton will only be puzzled with 
two teachers at once. I have made myself 
responsible for her safety, and I wiU trust it 
to no one eke. Your rein a little shorter, 
Mifls Egerton — just let him feel it — ^that wiU 
do. I can hardly beUeve you have not been 
in the saddle for so long — ^you seem quite at 
home in it." 

If Marion had been consulted whether she 
would like such an arrangement, she would 
have replied in the negative, as sbe felt tatk^^T^ 
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shy and nervous with Harcourt Clarendon, 
and was happy and at ease with his bro- 
ther ; but when her ride was over, and she 
thought of all that passed, she was surprised 
to find how pleasant it had been, and how 
openly she had talked. He had led her on, 
she knew not how, to speak of herself, of her 
mother, of her past life, her habits, wishes, 
studies, and occupations, unconscious how 
much light she was throwing on the treatment 
she had received, or how every ingenuous 
revelation confirmed her listener's opinion of 
the weakness or selfishness of her guardians. 
She was almost ashamed, when she came to 
think of it, that she had been so egotistical, 
and to Mr. Clarendon, of all people, who had 
sat by her side in such uninviting silence yes- 
terday; but he had been so kind, took so 
much interest in aQ she said, and put so many 
questions, how could she help herself? She 
only hoped she had not tired his patience. 

It did not appear that she had, for he de- 
voted himself to her the whole evening, and 
Roland hardly got in a word. What Stella 
thought of this, was not apparent, for Mr. 
Saville, who seemed more charmed with her 
every hour, so absorbed her attention, she 
hardly vouchsafed to look at any one else. In 
the arrangements of the next few days, in 
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rides, drives, and excursions, the same order 
was preserved; Harcourt being the most 
powerful of the party, it was easy for him to 
™ge as he pLed, and his cousm seemed 
to have no present inclination to interfere. 
Roland rebelled and chafed, and Mrs. Por- 
chester wondered and remonstrated, but 
equally without result ; and both at last 
came to the private determination to speak to 
Marion the first time they could find her 
alone. Mrs. Porchester's opportunity came 
first. It was the evening of a very hot day, 
when they had all been seeking coolness and 
refreshment under the trees of the Allee, in 
preference to mixing with the crowd by the 
Conversation Haus ; and the gentlemen having 
fallen in with some acquaintance, who had de- 
tained them with a political discussion, the old 
lady had, as she thought, been very artful and 
clever in professing extreme exhaustion, and 
securing Marion's ready arm. " We will go a 
little farther, away from all these people, and 
sit down a minute till I have recovered myself, 
if you do not mind, my dear." 

Marion was willing enough, as she habitually 
was, to agree to any proposal made by her 
elders, and was soon sitting dutifully by her 
side, though she had by this time grown suffi- 
ciently accustomed to her conversation not to 
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give it tliat undivided attention she had so 
scrupulously paid at first ; her thoughts had 
wan&red far away from ihe scene before her, 
when they were called back by the words: 
" And so, my dear, as I knew your poor mo- 
ther, and as I cannot help taking an interest 
in you, I thought I would just mention it as I 
diould to my own child, only she never will 
let me mention anything, and never did, since 
she could speak, and all young people are 
pretty much alike in that respect, and so was 
your poor mother, as I well remember hearing, 
when her second marriage was talked of, and 
everybody said a wilful woman must have her 
own way. And her own way she had, to be 
sure, poor dear, only she sacrificed herself and 
you, and her money, and all her friends to 
Mr. SaviUe, and no one can say a word against 
his manners, for a more perfect gentleman 
never breathed in this world, and Stella can 
bear me witness I always say so. But then 
one's own child must come first, of course ; 
and where her happiness is at stake, one must 
speak out, even when it is very unpleasant to 
one's feelings, as I am sure it always is to mine 
to speak at all, and as I often say, it is only 
from a sense of duty I ever open my lips, and 
that everybody must do me the justice to ac- 
knowledge." 
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Marion assented civilly, wondering what all 
this meant, and what would come next. 

^^ And so, my dear, as my dear nephew 
and Stella have so long been on those terms 
that one has a right to name them together, 
and like brother and sister they are sometimes, 
and sometimes do quarrel to that degree that 
I hardly know how to bear myself, and what 
they wm ever do when they are married is 
more than I can tell, or any one else, if they 
don't agree better ; but, as I was saying, they 
are made for one another, and if I know Stella 
is mistress of Morlands, why the sooner I am 
in my grave the better, for she would never 
want anything more, and would then be satis- 
fied, and so should I, of course. So^ my dear, 
you don't mind my plain speaking, do you ? I 
always think it is better not to use too many 
words when one wants to be clearly under- 
stood." 

" I beg your pardon," Marion began, " but 
I do not quite understand what you mean." 

" Very natural, my dear, very natural. 
When I was as young as you are, I should 
not have understood it either, I dare say, and 
it is better to be a little slow in those things 
than too quick, as so many girls are now-a- 
days. Dear me, before Stella was fifteen, she 
had her head so fall of herself and her ad- 
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mirers, I never couid do anything with her; 
she would just amuse herself her own way, 
and always will, and what the end of it will 
be, nobody knows. Here she comes with dear 
Koland. We were just speaking of you, Stella, 
my love." 

" I am much flattered ; though I doubt if 
more than one of you has done me the honour. 
Do come and walk, momma; you wiU be 
much less tired than sitting here to catch cold 
under these trees." And Miss Porchester took 
her mother's arm, and regardless of her re- 
monstrances, drew her on. Koland, as she 
expected, was by Marion's side in a moment. 

" At last I can speak to you. Miss Egerton ; 
I have hardly exchanged a word with you the 
last two days ; and I was beginning to think 
I must have given you offence." 

" I am afraid, if there is any fault, it must 
be mine. Mrs. Porchester has been talking 
very mysteriously to me, as if I had done 
something wrong — ^but I cannot understand 
what it is." 

" No, I should wonder if you could. It 
would puzzle anybody to understand you 
could do wrong at all." 

"You have all been so kind to me," she 
went on, quietly ignoring the compliment, 
" and Mr. Saville has been in such good 
spirits, I have enjoyed t\ie^ft \^t fe^ ^«:^% 
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very much, and it would grieve me to think 
I had been aJl the time losing any of you 
annoyance. What is it? What have I 
done?" 

" If you have enjoyed yourself, it is all 
right," said Roland, with a great effort. " You 
like this place, then ?" 

" How can I help it ? It is so cheerful, 
and the country is so lovely this weather, and 
every excursion is such a treat to one who 
has led such a quiet life as mine. I wonder 
if anybody ever grows tired of looking at 
those hills !" 

"You can admire them after the Jung- 
frau r 

" Yes, indeed. She is cold and grand ; 
these are bright and beautiful. I remember 
when I used to dream of scenery like this, 
but with very little hope of seeing it, and to 
siich advantage. Can one ever grow tired of 
such a place ?" 

" Easily enough ; there was a man near 
me just now execrating the hour he set eyes 
upon it, and vowing never to come back. 
He had not been spending his time as you 
have. The tables have more charm for some 
than the woods and rocks." 

" You do not play, I hope?" 

" No, I see no fun in it, and I promised 

VOL. I. H 
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Harcourt I never would. You and he have 
become great allies, lately. What do you 
think of him?" 

She laughed at the abruptness of the ques- 
tion. " Could I tell you, his brother, if I 
thought him very disagreeable ?" 

" No chance of that," said he, with a^ sigh. 
"He is a very good fellow, but he will turn 
you round his finger, if he has a mind to 
try." 

" I should imagine he was used to being 
obeyed, and indeed, I always fed as if I must 
do whatever he bids me." 

" Well, to confess the truth, I feel that my- 
self, but I do not always practise it. One 
must stand up for one's own opinion, at times, 
or there would be no end of it. A man can- 
not go on obeying for ever. Not but that he 
is all that is kind and good," he added, with 
a pang of honest compimction ; " you- do not 
know what a brother he is, nor how much I 
owe him. He never grudges me a single 
thing I wish for, or thinks I can have too 
much ; and for all that he looks, sometimes, 
as if he cared for nobody, and as if everjrthing 
bored him; let him once attach himself, no 
matter to what, and it is for life — ^he never 
changes, and it is wonderful how creatures 
attach themselves to Am." 



BADEK-BADEN. 99 

"Not very wonderful," observed Marion; 
" we all love those who love us.'' 

" I wish I could think so.'' Roland's voice 
had dropped suddenly. " I wish it only re- 
quired it on one side to ensure it on the 
other." 

To this Miss Egerton naade no reply, and a 
silence ensued of some duration. Roland 
longed for a look, or a word, to encourage 
him to proceed, and receiving none, wished 
the words unsaid. His heart swelled pain- 
fully, as with the rising conviction of her in- 
difference, came the doubt whether Harcourt 
might not be preferred — ^Harcourt, who had a 
fortune to give her, and was so awfully clever 
besides — ^if he chose to stand in his way, how 
could he ever get a chance? But this was 
only a moment's bitterness; Harcourt never 
acted shabbily, or underhand ; he would have 
told him at once if it had been so ; it might be 
only his old kindness, carried a little to qxcess, 
that had made him keep them apart, perhaps 
just to try if Roland were in earnest — ^and 
now he had been tried nearly three days, who 
could say he was not? But he would not 
vex the old boy by acting without his consent ; 
he would wait another day before he risked 
anything, and meanwhile Miss Egerton must 
not be made uncomfortable by any presumij- 

H 2 
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tuous speeches. He turned to her with a sem- 
blance of cheerful ease, making some trivial 
remark on the beauty of the evening, which 
restored her voice at once, and they were soon 
proceeding amicably enough, keeping clear of 
all dangerous ground by talking about Mor- 
lands, and the Vicarage, and Koland's own 
pursuits and habits, and all that he would 
show and do for her, when that happy, but 
visionary, arrangement was completed which 
was to make them neighbours, and, of course, 
intimate friends. 

" But how is it," Miss Egerton asked, in the 
midst of a glowing description of the delights 
of country sports and amusements, all of 
which she was to share, "that you have so 
much time for all this ? Are you always at 
home ?" 

"When I am not in London, or visiting, 
or walking with you at Baden-Baden. I see 
what you think — ^that I must be very idle. 
It really is not the case ; I have plenty to do. 
Harcourt trusts the stable and dogs entirely 
to my superintendence; and I am head- 
gardener into the bargain, and get him prizes . 
sometimes, that he would never win without 
me. I can assure you I am nearly as much 
master as he is." 
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" That I can understand, but I had sup- 
posed you were intended for some profession." 

" Of course I must do something for myself 
some day. We have talked about it, but it 
has always ended in my staying where I waa. 
Harcourt hates the idea of my leaving him, 
and as he always says there is enough for us 
both, why should I work for more ?" 

" Is there no such thing as working for 
duty r 

" I suppose there must be, as I cannot 
imagine any one doing it for pleasure. If I 
thought it my duty, I should work too. Are 
you very much shocked ?" 

''It is not for me to presume to give an 
opinion, where I know so little." 

" But I wish for your opinion ; I am sure 
you think the worse of me for being in no 
profession." 

" I cannot help feeling sorry " she began ; 

then stopped. 

" Will you tell me why ?" he said, his heart 
bounding with pleasure. 

" Because an idle man is so miserable !" 

There was an earnest compassion in her 
voice that betrayed a deeper feeling than she 
was aware of showing. It touched Roland, 
knowing what he knew; and for once he 
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hesitated to answer, even in self-defence. 
Again there was mntual silence, each full 
of the thoughts they had stirred up, and 
Roland was only roused by seeing Harcourt 
near, to whisper in some confusion, "Thank 
you for the hint ; a word of advice from you 
is, indeed — ^I shall not forget it — ^you shall see 
whether I am an idler at heart — I will de- 
serve your good opinion, at any rate, whether 
I have it or not" 

There was no time for more ; Stella and her 
mother had already reached Harcourt, and 
the former was taxing him with faithlessness 
and desertion. He answered more curtly than 
usual, and as soon as he could, moved to the 
other side of Marion. She asked where Mr. Sa- 
ville was. He gave her a quick, pitying glance. 

" He has met with a friend, and is gone to 
the Rooms with him," was the reply. 

" Do you know who it is ?" 

"A Monsieur Lepelletier. What? Is he 
an acquaintance of yours?" 

" I never saw fiim, but I know who he is. 
What shall we do ?" 

She was very much agitated, and trembling 
all over. Harcourt drew her arm in his, and 
she felt him press her hand. 

" Do not be uneasy," he whispered; "trust 
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to me; only let us understand each other 
clearly. This man is a notorious gambler — 
you are aw^re of that ?" 

" I am, indeed ; I hoped he would never see 
him again. He made him so wretched once I" 

" That I can easily believe ; well, they are 
gone to the tables now, no doubt. Has Mr. 
Saville much about him ?** 

" Not much, I think ; but more than he can 
afford to lose," 

" Then do not be unhappy about him ; if 
he does lose the florins in his pocket it may 
do him good. He cannot risk much, unless 
by borrowing, and I will go and see he does 
nothing dangerous. Roland, take care of Miss 
Egerton." And, with another pressure of her 
hand, he plunged into the crowd, and was 
quickly lost to their view. 

"Shall I take you in?" asked Roland, 
anxiously. 

" Oh no ; I must wait for Mr. Saville. Can- 
not we go to the promenade, to be nearer the 
Rooms ? If he saw me, perhaps he would come 
away." 

" We can but try ; take my arm. Gervase, 
keep with us^ will you? We are going to 
have some ice, if we can find a table. Stella, 
you will come ?" 
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" What is it ?" whispered Miss Porchester. 
"Anything gone wrong?" 

" Saville," in the same tone, " is gone to 
play, and Harconrt to take care of himV 

" This is serious ; we must make the best 
of it. Dear Miss Egerton," coming- nearer to 
Marion, and addressing her with more kind- 
ness than usual, " do not look so miserable ; 
it is what everybody does, and nobody thinks 
of suicide. You do not mean to say you are 
really making yourself wretched about his 
throwing away a handful of gulden, which, 
after all, he may win ?" 

Marion could not answer, her heart was too 
full. She moved on, clinging mechanically to 
Roland's arm, conscious of the crowd, the 
heat, the music, and the voices, but as one is 
conscious of the stir in the outer world when 
confined to a sick-bed ; and hardly knowing, 
when seated at last with her companions at a 
table, by what means they had reached it. 
It might be, as Miss Porchester said, only a 
matter of a small loss; but it was not the 
money she was thinking of She would 
gladly have sacrificed much more than she 
knew was in his power, could she by that 
means have kept him from temptation. Her 
thoughts had gone back to her mother's dying 
bed, and the solemn promise given her there 
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—the only promise wrung from his remorseful 
tenderness — ^that he never would 3deld to Le- 
pelletier's influence again. At what a cost he 
had been extricated from it once, even Marion 
did not quite know ; but she knew the pro- 
mise had been given, and so earnestly, that both 
mother and daughter had relied on it: and 
now, on the first temptation, it was broken — 
broken against his own better judgment. It 
was only that morning he had been remark- 
ing on the folly of frequenting such places, 
and explaining to her the system by which 
the banks throve on the cupidity of visitors. 
He had spoken so kindly of the new life they 
would lead in England, and the refreshing 
change it would be to himself after his ram- 
bling, desultory pursuit of wearisome amuse- 
ment ; and she had wondered why such a 
prospect had been granted to her, that was 
denied to the one who had pined for it most. 
She had yearned to call her back from her 
rest to see it — could she do so now? 

Little as Miss Porchester generally troubled 
herself about other people's feelings, she could 
not help noticing the expression of her face, 
and it moved her to pity and consideration. 
She kept her mother's notice from her by 
beguiling her into a history of a certain 
journey, twenty years ago, in which a black 
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trunk, carefully corded and directed, studded 
with brass nails, and incessantly commended 
to Ae care of everybody who went near it, dis- 
appeared in the most unaccountable manner, 
and under very suspicious circumstances. It 
took a long time, as her daughter knew be- 
forehand, to detail the advertising, inquiring, 
and hunting for this trunk, the futile hopes of 
its recovery, the endless expense of replacing 
all its multifarious contents, though, for that 
matter, they never were and never could be 
replaced. "Especially that old India shawl 
that belonged to your grandmamma, Stella, 
and had cost nobody knows what when it was 
new, and every time I have the rheumatism I 
wish the trunk had been found, for anything 
so light, and warm, and soft, you cannot get 
now, let you pay what you will, and I only 
wish it was on my shoulders this minute, I do 
indeed." 

" The trunk, mamma?" 

" No, nonsense — ^not the trunk ; I said the 
shawL Who ever wished to sit on a sunamer's 
evening with a trunk on her shoulders ? And 
very delightfal it is sitting here, and ex- 
tremely cheerful and amusing, only these 
chairs are so hard and stiff, I ache as if I had 
walked to the Castle and back; and it is 
rather dull work when you don't know a soul 
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to speak to bat your own party, and half of 
them are at the other end of the place. I 
cannot thmk what has come to Harcourt, that 
he leaves us in this way." 

"He ha. found »i=ftfand,,n.«t likely. 
He seems to meet some everywhere." 

"And very pleasant it is to meet one's 
friends, especially in this cheerful way, and it 
would be a comfort to see a smgle face one 
knew among an these odd-looking people, 
dressed out like I don't know what, and 
where they, pack all their dresses to come 
to the place I can't imagine, for some of them 
seem to wear half a dozen a day. There is a 
kdy here I have noticed ever since we came ; 
I see her perpetually walking and driving 
about, and never by any chance in the same 
dress. Half her life must be spent in pulling 
off one gown and putting on another." 

With a little help, such conversation as this 
went on without compelling Marion either to 
join or listen ; and, under cover of the music, 
Roland found occasional opportunities of ad- 
ministering some words of encouragement and 
kindness that helped her to endure — ^as she 
had often endured before, though never with 
so sore a heart. At length Stella's patience 
would hold out no longer, and she suggested 
that Gervase Wray should go and look for 
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the recreants, and scold them well. Gervase 
went as desired, and, after another long in- 
terval of suspense, returned, rather out of 
breath, to apologise in Harcourt's name for 
the delay, and to say Mr. Saville was tired, 
and was gone home. 

"Pretty behaviour, upon my word," said 
Stella, gaily; "but such being the case, we 
have no choice but to go too. How well 
that overture was played, Miss Egerton, was 
it not? n^ere is nothing else worth staying 
for, though, and mamma is growing chiUy for 
want of her trunk. Take care of her, Mr. 
Wray, will you, and give me your other arm. 
Roland, go first with Miss Egerton. Tell 
me," in a whisper, holding Gervase Wray fast, 
while Mrs. Porchester was pinning her shawl, 
" has anything happened ?" 

There was only a minute before Mrs. Por- 
chester looked round, but in that minute a 
word had been uttered, that left Stella^ face 
as white as Marion's had been before. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE NEW CURATE. 



"A liETTER from Roland at last! How 
he can have the face to write it, after all his 
fine promises, I cannot conceive; only those 
boys have impudence enough for anything," 
said Mrs. Brudenell, as she entered her hus- 
band's study, with the daily supply of corre- 
spondence. " He was to send a line from every 
place he stopped at, and this is the first I have 
received. He will hear of it when he comes 
home." 

"You never expected more, did you, my 
love?" 

" I did not expect half as much, but that 
has nothing to do with it. It is only a scrap, 
after all. Shall I read it to you ?" 

Mr. Brudenell, who was copying a manu- 
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script, SO full of corrections and interlining as 
to defy every eye but his own, nodded assent, 
and went on writing as she read. 

« ' Basle, July 18—. 

" ' Dearest Mrs. Brudenell, — What will 
you say to me for not having written sooner ? 
I am so thoroughly ashamed, that I do not 
think I can ever try my skiU in Jane's service 
again, unless the news I have to tell makes 
some amends. Just think of my luck in fall- 
ing in with my friend Maxwell in Paris, and 
being introduced by him to an acquaintance 
he had just made — Mr. Saville, my father's old 
friend ' " 

Mr. Brudenell's pen stopped; the reader went 
on hurriedly—" ' Who was passing through 
with his step-daughter, your niece. Miss Eger- 
ton. They were very kind to me, and we saw 
a good deal of each other, and most charming 
I found them both.' (Both ! humph !) ' Well, 
they went on to Switzerland, and I followed; 
and between ourselves, I found it so jolly duU 
alone, that I made out their route, and came 
up with them at Interlachen. Who should be 
at the same hotel but Harcourt and the rest, 
so we all joined company, and are now going 
to Baden-Baden. I am scribbling away while 
the ladies are putting on their hats; and 
Stella's hat; as you know, takes some time. I 
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was up with the lark (if larks get up at all 
here, which I doubt, for I never hear any), to 
get flowers for them all, this morning. Miss 
Egerton is a real lover of flowers, and of 
beautiful scenery, and everything that is good 
and sweet, like herself There, I have written 
it, and I mean to let it stay. I wish you could 
see her. She is the most fascinating, charming 
girl I ever saw ; and I cannot hdp liking old 
Mr. Saville, he seems to have been so fond of 
my father. He actually talks of coming to 
live in England, near us. Miss Egerton's eyes 
were full of tears when they spoke of it ; she 
longs for it so much. Would it not be deUght- 
ful ? Harcourt sees difficulties, but you know 
what a croaker the old boy can be when he 
chooses. I can't see why a man is never to 
have another chance because he has let one 
slip. Here come the ladies, and I must fly. 
I will finish at Baden.' 

"And so I suppose he does, on another 
scrap of paper, with a villainous pen. This is 
dated some days kter. 

" ^ I must finish this ofi^, though I am almost 
ashamed to send it. Dearest Mrs. Brudenell, 
I can think of but one subject, and I know 
you are much too good and kind to laugh at 
me, or try and put me off, as Harcourt does. 
The old boy shakes his head about it, and 
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wants me to go away, and will not see that my 
life's whole happiness is concerned, and that 
unless I gain Marion Egerton's aflfections, I 
shall be the most miserable wretch in the world. 
I do not know what to think — she has hardly 
spoken to me all to-day; Harcourt watches 
over her as if he were afraid I should carry 
her off, if he turned his. back for a minute: I 
know he means it all for one's good, but it is 
uncommonly aggravating. I have been think- 
ing very seriously about the expenses of a 
family,' (Bless the boy, what next?) 'and I want 
you, like the dearest of dear women that you 
are, to write and tell me exactly for how little 
two people could live in comfort. I am sure 
I spend three hundred a year on myself alone 
as it is ; and if Harcourt allowed me that still, 
we could easily make it do. I should want 
very little of it when once I was married ; a 
sure-footed pony for Marion I must have, as 
she enjoys riding, though she is not used to it, 
and looks so pretty when she is a little nervous, 
you have no idea. There is one at Morlands 
that would just do for her, if trained to carry 
a lady ; I shall write to Graves about it. If 
you hear from Harcourt tJiat I am out of my 
mind, you need not believe him. Wise as he 
is, he will be bowled over too, some day, for 
you were right and I was wrong, about his 
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never marrying. Mr. Saville is much struck 
with him, and says he should enjoy nothing so 
much as to end his days near us — ^we remind 
him so of old days and old friends. I am 
called, so good-bye. Write by return of post, 
and tell me what you think. 

" ^ Yours ever, 

" * Roland Clarendon/ 

" What I think, indeed ! There will be no 
difficulty in telling you ihat^ Master Roland; 
and you know it already, by the coaxing way 
in which you try to make me see things in a 
diffferenf light. I shall write at once, and tell 
him we advise Harcourt to shave his head and 
put on a strait- waistcoat as soon as possible; 
not that it is a joking matter. I wish he had 
never gone abroad at all, if this is to be the 
consequence." 

"It is well for us we cannot see conse- 
quences," said Mr. Brudenell, who had resumed 
his pen. 

"I cannot understand that. If I had fore- 
seen that Roland would meet George Saville, 
and lose his heart to that self-willed child, who 
would not be advised by you or anybody, I 
should certainly have done my best to prevent 
his going." 

VOL. L I 
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" And therefore it was better that you should 
not know, my dear Maria." 

"Julian, my dear, if you have a fault, it is 
that you are not only too good to live, but too 
wise to be intelligible. If you can find it a 
matter of rejoicing that a boy with no experi- 
ence should faU into the hands of a man with 
no principle, I can only say, it is none to me ; 
and if everything that happens is right, we 
may as well sit cross-legged, like the Turks, at 
once, and say it is the will of Allah when the 
house tuncibles about our ears for want of a 
hod of mortar." 

" Very true, my love," said Mr. Brudenell, 
as he mended his pen ; " suppose we do?" 

" Yes, yes, I know what you are thinking, 
by your tone ; how sorry I shall be presently, 
and how I shall come in to say I am always 
wrong, and you are always right; but this 
time I shall do nothing of the sort. What is 
the use of plain common sense, if one is never 
to see that certain things, leading to certain 
results, had better never have been done ? I 
dare say you are delighted that George should 
talk of coming to live ne^-r you: you would 
like nothing better." 

" I wonder how long you would hold out, if 
he did?" said Mr. BrudeneU, shaking his head. 

" I ? Only let him try his smooth ways on 
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me, that is aU. I know how it i^— you would 
have him here, Sponging upon you and the 
boys, and between you, you would pay most 
of his debts, and everything you have would 
be at his disposal, and nothing good enough 
for him — and if he obliged you by going to 
church on Sunday, you would think you were 
quite rewarded. But that sort of thing would 
not suit me, I can tell you, and I will be a 
party to nothing of the kind ; so I shall begin 
a letter to Roland, which he may show if he 
pleases ; and as he asks me to say what I think^ 
I shall do it so plainly, I cannot be misunder- 
stood. You may smile, Julian, but I shall." 

" Do, my love ; and let me know before you 
close the letter." 

" Ah, you think I shall let you read it, and 
tear it up if you fancy it unkind. But I am 
not always going to be so weak, my dear." 

" A woman," said Mr. Brudenell, " is like 
a bow — ^her strength lies in her pliability." 

" K you taught that to poor Helen, I am 
not surprised that she behaved as she did," 
was the retort, more sharply spoken than 
usual, for the speaker's mind was sore on that 
topic, and she left the room without noticing 
the change on her husband's face. He laid 
down his pen as she closed the door, took off 
his glasses^ and leaning back in his chair .j mth. 

I2 
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a heavy sigh, sat mechanically rubbing them 
for some time, while his thoughts were far 
away — ^thoughts that would dim their surface, 
rub them as he might. 

He had just returned to his work when his 
wife came back. 

" I am not at all sorry, and I am not come 
to say so," was her entering speech, "but I 
cannot write to-day; there are all the pre- 
serves to tie up, and I must settle about the 
cakes for the school-children, now the weather 
looks more settled. And here is Cecil Per- 
cival come to see you, so we will keep him to 
help. He is boiling oyer with grievances, and 
your superfluous satisfaction A\dth things in 
general could not be better bestowed than in 
cooling him down, poor boy." 

All young men were "boys" to Mrs. Bru- 
denell, but those who had been her husband's 
pupils were never supposed to be more than 
children in wisdom or experience ; and a 
curate of two years' standing was treated in 
just the same oflF-hand manner as when he 
was a boarder in her house — ^laughed at, en- 
couraged, scolded, or petted, as his case might 
seem to require. That this was not always 
agreeable to the pride or sensibilities of the 
recipient, may well be imagined ; but her in- 
Auence over them all had generally been too 
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great in their boyhood to be quite shaken off 
when they became men; and some of her 
most confidential correspondents, if too far to 
be visitors, were among the pupils who had 
given her most trouble, and received most 
plain truths from her in former days. Cecil 
Percival was a young man of good family, 
dependent on his own exertions at present, 
and for the future, on the good intentions of 
a rich uncle, in whose gift was a valuable 
family living. The Rector being very old, 
it had been the elder Mr. Percival's wish 
that his nephew should reside in the parish, 
and assist in the duty as curate ; and this he 
had been doing for nearly a year. 

He came into the study looking white \vith 
the heat of a broiling walk, and took the seat 
that was offered him, in silence. Mr. Brude- 
nell held out his hand, and greeted him 
kindly, but asked permission to finish what 
he was about before beginning to talk. 

" Of course, sir ; work must be done," was 
the answer, with a half- murmured comment ; 
" well for those^who are allowed to do it !" 

Mrs. Brudenell gave him one of her quick 
glances,- that took in at once his whole con- 
dition — ^the hot lips, dry tongue, thin hands, 
and thickly powdered clerical coat, cut more 
according to severest rule than to comfort or 
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season. Her shoulders made a slight move- 
ment, expressive of pity mingled with provo- 
cation, and away she went, returning before 
the Vicar had begun his promised talk, with a 
plate of freshly-picked strawberries, which she 
set before her guest. 

" The British Queens have a chance of 
ripening now, Percival, as there are no in- 
quiring minds .vith inquisitive fingers pinching 
them before their time. Be so good as to 
eat those directly, and do not let me see any 
shirking, or you know the consequence." 

The young man took the plate with due 
gratitude, tast-ed one of the strawberries, and 
put the rest down beside him. 

" They are as good as ever, Mrs. Brudenell 
— like yourself." But he did not go on, and 
when she had left the room, pushed them 
farther out of reach. The Vicar wiped his 
pen, and drew his chair nearer. " And now, ' 
Percival, is there anything I can do for you ?" 
he said, in the old courteous tone the young 
man knew so well, and which young and old, 
according to their several claims, were equally 
sure of hearing. If he did not make pets of 
his pupils, he never rebuffed them; and as 
they grew into men, always remembered the 
fact as well as they did. 

" You have done a great deal for me abeady. 
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sir ; I want now to have my turn, and work 
for you. Will you take me as your curate ?" 

" I thought it was a settled thing that you 
remained near your uncle, under Mr. Holmby. 
Mr. Percival spoke of it as quite a permanent 
arrangement, and that it gave him pleasure 
to see how popular you were among his 
people." 

" Too popular," said the young clergyman, 
bitterly ; " they like me and my ways the best, 
and that does not suit Holmby at all. He 
and I have had some tremendous arguments 
about it, and we cannot agree, so it is better 
we should part." 

" Must those always part who do not agree 
in everything ? The world is not large enough 
to hold us all separately." 

" We should not take up much room, if 
our bodies were as narrow as some of our 
minds. It is come to this, Mr. BrudeneH — 
Holmby's views and opinions are quite behind 
the age ; he does not think with us in a single 
respect; and as he expects his curate to 
follow, and not to lead, he must find one of 
his own school who will run in his groove. 
I told my uncle so." 

** Did your uncle wish you to stay ?" 

" Yes, and to knock under to Holmby, and 
see the service done in a slovenly way^ and the 
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music a disgrace, and the Church looking like 
a stone-cutter's shop, with all those hideous 
Pagan monuments — just because it has been so 
all his time. He says it is not for me to 
suggest or insist on alterations, even for the 
better. I should like to know who will, if 
I don't I" 

" When the living is yours, Percival, may 
be a better time." 

" The living will never be mine now — ^my 
imcle told me as much. He said if I threw 
up the curacy for these notions, he should not 
consider me fit to be the Rector. Of course I 
threw it up at once." 

" Why ?" 

"Why, Mr. Brudenell? Do you suppose 
I would sell my conscience for a good in- 
come ?" 

" He did not bid for your conscience, that I 
can see. He probably meant, that you must 
learn to obey before you could rule." 

" I hold my office in too high estimation to 
obey where I feel I ought to make a stand. 
Mr. Brudenell, you have not answered my 
question. You said the other day you were 
looking out for a curate. Will you try me ?" 

" I must consider of it, Percival j and with- 
out wishing to pain you, I must hear what 
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your uncle and Mr. Holmby have to say on 
the matter." 

" You may spare yourself the trouble, sir ; 
they both said the same — ^that it would be the 
making of me. I know what they meant — 
they think I cannot live without my imcle's 
house to go in and out of as I please — ^he 
hinted as much more than once. Horses, and 
servants, and wine, and easy-chairs, are not 
necessaries of life to any one ; to a priest they 
are snares. I am glad to be quit of them 
altogether." 

" Certainly my curacy will not offer you 
much in that way, Percival. An easy-chair 
we may find you, and a tidy maid, and a 
glass of sherry after dmner— nay, we may go 
i far as a gentle amble on your old frief d 
SnowbaU." 

"Quite unnecessary, sir. I consider luxuries 
inconsistent with my profession. We are all 
too self-indulgent, at the best." 

" I am afraid so," said the Vicar, shaking 
his head ; "but a wife is a strict ruler, Per- 
cival, and I should no more dare to dismiss 
my easy -chair, than I should venture to give 
warning to Jane." 

" We are safer alone, then, sir." 

" On that head I may have my own opinion. 
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but will defer it. To speak plainly, I am 
rather doubtful whether you would like the 
office of curate here." 

" I do not want to like it, sir ; only to fill it 
as I ought." 

" It is hard to do that as we ought, in which 
we do not put our hearts, Percival. You must 
love your work here, if you are to work well." 

" I shall have privileges here, sir, that will 
help me. I shall not be chafed and fretted at 
every turn by prejudice and ignorance in au- 
thority, to which I am expected to submit-" 

" You are mistaken, Percival ; I am in au- 
thority here, and expect to be minded, and I 
am very ignorant in many matters — ^in some, 
perhaps, in which you are well informed." 

" Well, sir, well, you are liberal and kind, 
and allow a man to think, and to use his me- 
mory and his understanding; and if I have 
learned anything that you can profit by, I shall 
be glad to make it useful. Only let me try, 
for a year, at least." 

" Have you brought your carpet-bag with 
you ?" 

" Yes." 

" Then we shall have time to talk this over 
to-morrow. I must consult Mrs. Brudenell 
before deciding." 

" May I go and ask her myself?" 
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" Not till you have eaten her strawberries, 
or she will certainly decKne." 

Percival turned from the tempting plate. 
" I would rather not ; is there no sick child 
to whom I might carry them ?" 

"We have enough for you and our sick 
children too." 

" I remember the cobbler's lame boy; he 
would enjoy them, I know, if I might run into 
the village with them." 

" He is not allowed fruit now, but I am 
glad you mentioned him, as he was promised 
some wine. Excuse me one minute, my dear 
fellow ; there is the Quarterly Review for you 
till I come back. Thank you for refreshing 
my bad memory." 

" I may often do that," muttered the young 
man, when he was left alone ; " in this place 
one may have a chance of being useful : Bru- 
deilell is one of the few who will bear to see 
his juniors get before him, and allow that the 
world of thought has not stood still ever since 
his own opinions were formed." He walked 
across the room, looked critically at a print on 
the wall, returned to the table, and took up 
the Review. " Shallow thinkers, most of these 
popular essay writers, I fancy." It happened 
to open on an interesting article — one of those 
so easj to read, so difficult to write — and he 
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soon found he must read it through. Tired 
with his long walk, he sat down in the Vicar's 
arm-chair, without thinking whether it were 
luxurious or not, and was soon lost to every- 
thing but his book. Unconsciously, however, 
he became aware of a tempting fragrance 
on the table before him, and without moving 
his eyes, his hand mechanically moved to 
the plate, and the fruit was at his parched 
lips before he had thought of his resolution. 
Once begun, it was not in human nature to 
stop, when fatigue and thirst urged continu- 
ance; and by the time he had finished the 
article, he had left only stalks in the plate. 
Full of the subject he had been studying, he 
leaned back for a minute to consider whether 
he quite approved the manner in which it 
had been handled, and how much might be 
advanced on the other side. The chair was 
comfortable, the room was quiet and cocA — 
the only sounds that met his ear were of a 
soothing nature — and the . consequence was 
that he fell fast asleep, so fast, that the Vicar's 
entrance did not rouse him. Mr. Brudenell 
quietly moved his portfolio, and taking another 
chair, went on with his work at a corner of 
the table. The clock struck, and the sleeper 
started up with an exclamation of dismay. 
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" Mr. Brudenell ! I am really so ashamed, so 
disgusted with myself !" 

Mr. Brudenell went on writing his letter, 
and did not seem to hear. It was not till he 
was folding it up to place in the envelope, that 
he turned to his guest. 

" I beg your pardon, my dear fellow, for 
keeping you so loBg." 

" I am sure," Percival began, " it is I who 
ought to be ashamed."^ 

" I have been speaking to Mrs. Brudenell," 
the Vicar went on, ignoring the apology as 
before, "and she is so glad to think you 
will be here to help her with the school-feast, 
I shall begin to suspect there has been some 
private conspiracy going on. So you stay 
with us for the present, and to-morrow I shall 
go over and see your uncle, and when I know 
his wishes, we will see if we can gratify yours." 

The prospect of being exceedingly useful 
and acceptable, though only in the service of 
girls and boys, was some comfort to Percival ; 
and he felt so grateful to his old friend for not 
laughing at him, he would have agreed to any- 
thing at that moment. All the rest of the day 
he was devoted to Mrs. Brudenell's service; 
assisting in preparations for the annual treat, 
and forgetting his grievances in the excite- 
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ment of the spirited arguments that took place 
over everything they did. Whatever one began, 
the other objected to ; then they disputed about 
it, till one gave way a little, and the other im- 
mediately went over to the opposite opinion, 
and the battle began again under the guise of 
civiUty— ending in a compromise between both 
opinions, each firmly believing in the conver- 
sion of the other. 

With aU this on her hands, it is not sur- 
prising that Mrs. Brudenell's letter to Roland 
was deferred; though she took occasion to 
assure her husband she was still of the same 
nund, and only waited till she had time to 
word the remonstrance in terms sufficiently 
strong. It was still unwritten, when Mr. Bru- 
denell on the following afternoon drove his 
old white pony over to Dumingham, to pay 
his promised visit to Mr. PercivaL 

He met the latter at his own park gate, and 
was received with a cordial greeting. 

" The very man I wanted to see. I have 
been half-expecting, and two-thirds hoping you 
would call, only I know how much you have 
to do, Mr. Brudenell. If our youngsters were 
more Uke you, and did their work without so 
much talking about it, it would be a blessing 
to all parties. Will you come into the house, 
or would you like to walk ?" 
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Mr. Brudenell preferred the latter, and at a 
whistle from the Squire, a boy ran out of the 
lodge, and took the old pony's reins, while the 
gentlemen walked up and down. 

" Glorious weather for the harvest," said Mr. 
Percival ; " I was rather afraid last night, the 
glass was down a little ; but to-day it is steady 
again. What are they about at Morlands ?" 

" They have not begun yet." 

" Ah, they want the master*s hand over 
them ; Graves is feur from being a stupid fellow, 
but he is not man enough to be at the head of 
such an estate. I always tell young Clarendon 
he takes things too easily ; you won't find me 
dawdling after ladies through Switzerland, 
with my crops left to chance. You can't be a 
farmer and an idle man too." 

" Not to the same perfection, perhaps. You 
know your nephew is at my house ?" 

" I did not know, but I am glad to hear it. 
I am glad he is in such safe hands, for to tell 
you the truth, he quite frightens us with his 
vagaries, and what he wiU end in becoming, is 
more than he knows himself. Look here, 
Mr. Brudenell," taking his arm as they walked 
on, " I always knew my good old friend 
Holmby was not quite up to the mark ; too 
old and too shaky to get through what there 
is to do in this place ; we have a lot of young 
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lads growing up, who want a good active 
pardon among them, just to show them their 
skulls are given them for something better 
than to fuddle with beer ; and I always hoped 
this boy would be just what we wanted. I 
meant to give him the living when Holmby 
dies, and meanwhile I thought nothing could be 
better than that he should learn his work under 
him, and grow fond of the place and of the 
people, and know everybody, and that they 
should know him. My house was open to him 
whenever he liked, and he had every indulgence 
he could wish for ; and at first, I will say, I 
was delighted with him. He had some of the 
modern ideas, that was a, matter of course, 
but there was no harm in them — ^indeed, when 
one was used to it, we liked some of them 
well enough — I am not one of those who 
think the Pope is coming directly the church 
bells ring on a week day, though I don't go 
myself as often as I might — ^and he has made 
the boys sing a great deal better than they 
did, and our church, at Christmas, thanks to 
him, was as pretty as you could wish to see. 
But somehow, for the last six months, he has 
not been the same. I don't know what books 
or papers he reads, but every week he has 
some new crotchet, something is wrong that 
we have always been doing, and it must be 
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stopped, or somebody has been doing, or pro- 
posing to do something a hundred miles . off, 
and we must all do it directly — ^and he does 
not give one time to talk it over, or think 
about it, but screams into Holmby's deaf ear 
till the old man is half dead, and rushes 
over to me to complain he is never listened to, 
and never appreciated or understood ; and he 
argues with the churchwardens about things 
they do not understand, though they do not 
choose to tell him so ; and lectures the farmers 
when their heads are full of their hay, or their 
markets, and they have not a comer left for 
anything else, and when they don't jump at 
his ideas in a minute, declares he will carry 
them out in spite of them ! The boy is never 
still — ^he neither eats, drinks, nor sleeps like a 
rational being, and if he had his own way, 
would let nobody else; the children are all 
devoted to him, but the master and mistress 
dread to see him come into the school — ^he 
always wants to try some new, wonderful 
plan, that next month, perhaps, has to be 
altered for something else. Poor old Holmby 
got fairly into a passion at last, and declared 
he was Rector here, and he would not be 
dictated to ; and when Cecil came raging to 
me, I said he was perfectly right. And what is 
more, I shall not give him the living to make 

VOL. I. K 
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everybody miserable in the parish, and himself 
into the bargain. He is killing himself with 
worry, and irregular meals, and racing about, 
morning, noon, and night, as he has been 
doing lately ; and it is of no use my having 
him here — ^he preaches to me on luxury and 
self-indulgence before the servants, and I know 
the fellows are bursting behind my back. It 
is not pleasant, at one's own table, to be 
bullied by a youngster you have tipped at 
school — ^is it, now, Mr. Brudenell ?" 

" I should think not,** said the Vicar, smiling. 

" Now, if you were to come and say to me, 
* Percival, you spend too much upon yourself 
and you ought to give so mueh out of your 
income to this, that, or the other,' it would be 
a different thing : you are an old firiend, and 
we all look up to you with respect, and 
though I might think you hit me hard, I 
should feel pretty sure you were il6t far 
wrong. But I can't see that, when a boy sits 
opposite to me, laying down the law as if 
nobody had ever had a notion of right and 
wrong before he was bom, and making out 
that I have no right to my own property, or 
to be comfortable in my own house. And it 
has come to this, that i won't stand it, and so 
I told him." 
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" So he told me. He also said you wished 
him to take my curapy." 

*"' I said, and Hohnby too, it would be the 
best thing that could happen to him — ^to kiniy 
mind you, not to yau.'^ 

'' I am not afraid ; I am accustomed to deal 
with young men, and have had much comfort 
in their help. They have their own special 
vocation, which no elder can fill as well." 

" K they are like Cecil, their vocation is to 
drive their elders out of their senses. How- 
ever, he may be wiser under your eye than 
raider mine. I only hope he will not argue 
Mrs. Brudenell into a nervous fever." 

" I may teU him, then, that you are not 
angry with him; and send him over to see 

you?" 

" Not for the world. Keep him away till 
he is improved. He starves till he is savage, 
and I would rather not meet him till Mrs. 
Brudenell has broken him into taking his 
proper meals. I will see that his traps are 
sent over, and shall take the liberty of adding 
a dozen or two of port, and if she can get 
him to drink it, it may save him from decline. 
Whenever I gave him any, he ran off with it 
to somebody who didn't want it at all, as I 
could have told him, if he would have asked 

k2 
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me; once it was an old woman who got 
drunk every market-day, as regularly as pos- 
sible — and another time to a young fellow who 
had met with an accident, and was ordered to 
be kept low, which he called starving him. 
Of course, Sally was not forthcoming for two 
days, and Tom Slater had an attack of inflam- 
mation — ^but Cecil does not believe it to this 
day." 

" There is one thing I must tell you frankly,'' 
said Mr. Brudenell, after a pause, "my curacy 
is but a small one; and though we are too 
glad to have him as a guest for the present, 
he will have to put up with a lodging of any- 
thing but luxurious dimensions;" 

" Just what I wish, Mr. Brudenell. Let 
him rough it a little, and he will leave off 
worrying himself and everybody else about 
being too comfortable. He says money is 
only a burden, so let him try how he can do 
without it. He has never tried it fairly yet, 
while he has had my purse to fall back upon. 
Now I have made a resolution, and I shall keep 
it, to leave him quite alone for a year. I must 
find Holmby, if not a better curate, at least 
one who will not shriek controversy into his 
ears when he has the gout; and if that 
curate proves better fitted for the living than 
my iiephew, he will probably get it. I have 
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a conscience too, though I do not run about 
talking of it. I should be glad to put my 
brother's son into the living, if he is fit for 
the duty ; but I must consider my people as 
weU as my family." 

" You are perfectly right," said Mr. Brude- 
nell ; and after a few more amicable arrange- 
ments, he got into his pony-chaise and drove 
into the village. The first acquaintance he 
met was an elderly woman, going home with a 
basket of linen. He stopped to exchange 
a few kind words, and took occasion to men- 
tion the young curate. She set down her 
basket to lift up both her hands. 

"Oh, sir, the blessedest young gentleman 
that is that ever we had among us I He is 
that kind when a poor creetur is ill, he don't 
care how often he comes, nor how long he 
stays, and he'll sit and talk by the hour 
together, just like a print book, and such 
beautiful long words he do use. Yes, he is 
only too good to live, he is, Mr. Brudenell, 
sir — and they tell me he is going away, and I 
declare, I feel as if I was a losing some one 
belonging to me. And if I only knew where 
he was going, I shouldn't care how far I 
walked to fetch his bit of washing, for I know 
his ways, and how he likes his things folded, 
and most particular he be, sir — ^and it took me 
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a long time to please him quite with them 
stiff round collars. They kep' me awake at 
night, more than once, sir, did them collars ; 
it worreted me so not to make 'em go as the 
dear young gentleman wished ; but I managed 
it at last, and I'll be bound there is no lord in 
the land has a stiffer collar o' Sundays, though 
I say it" 

" Mr. Percival is staying with me, Mrs. 
Allen, so if you like to come over, Mrs. 
Brudenell wiU let you know about the linen. 
He has a little overworked himself here, and a 
change wiU do him good." 

"Maybe, sir, and I hope it will, but I 
always think he is not long for ibis world — ^we 
are much too wicked for such as he." 

" Well, we must try and improve, then, Mrs. 
Allen, and keep him with us to see it." And 
nodding kindly, he drove on to the Rectory. 
The clerk was just coming through the church- 
yard gate, and lifted his hat to the Vicar of 
Stourbrooke. 

"How is your wife, Giles? Mr. Percival 
said she had not been weU." 

"Much obUged to Mr. Percival, I'm sure, 
sir. She is middling, thank you — ^if she will 
only think so. I beg your pardon, sir, but is 
it true that Mr. Perdval is gone to Stour- 
brooke ?" 
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^^ He is there now, and I hope he means to 
remain for the present" 

" He won't be here next Sunday, then, sir ?^ 

" I imagine Bot." 

The clerk drew a long, deep breath, as if a 
load were taken from his spirits. " I hope, 
sir," he said, slowly and emphaticaUy, "he 
will be the better for the change." His looks 
added, " I am sure we shall," as he rubbed his 
hands together surreptitiously. 

" I hope he will," said Mr. Brudenell, " for 
he is certainly thinner than he was." 

" Is he, sir? Ah ! I dare say he is. He is 
a very — ^very well meaning, worthy young 
gentleman, I am sure." 

" Only he means well in a way you are not 
accustomed to, Giles — ^is that it ?" 

"Mr. Brudenell, sir, it is not for me to 
make any complaints. I never do ; I know my 
duty, and I have done it this twenty year and 
more, to the best of my poor ability ; and if 
Mr. Holmby is satisfied, it is nothing to me 
what anybody else may say — ^nothing at alL" 

And as might be expected from such an 
announcement, a very few encouraging words 
from his listener, brought out the whole pent- 
up flood of his wrongs — ^the insults, the aggra- 
vations he had received from Mr. Percival, no 
one could tell ; and no flesh and blood could 
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have stood, but that of a saint or an angel, 
which no parish clerk was expected to be, as 
he had ever heard, though " what we may be 
coming to," he added, hysterically, " there is no 
taking on oneself to say." Mr. Percival had 
openly sneered at his desk in church — ^had 
declared he had no business there at all — ^had 
told him before a dozen people that he read 
through his Bose-had insulted his singing- 
had not allowed him a voice in the Christmas 
decorations, though for years he had always 
put the holly his own self round the pulpit 
candlesticksr-had abused all the good old 
tunes that Mr. Holmby liked so much, and 
which he said, deaf as he was, he could always 
hear — and would only let the children sing the 
Old Hundredth on condition that they rattled 
it off like a jig. In short, things had nearly 
come to such a pass, that Durningham might 
have lost her clerk of twenty years' experience 
— ^would certainly have lost him, but for his 
wife, who was crazy about Mr. Percival, as all 
the women folk were, and got up aches and 
pains, he did believe, fo» the pleasure of send- 
ing for him to come and talk to her, and make 
her cry. But she'd have to get over that now, 
for there'd be no trapesing after him to Stour- 
brooke; and a good job too, begging Mr. 
Brudenell's pardon. 



« 
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"Well, Giles," said Mr. Brudenell, when 
the clerk paused for breath, " I have no doubt 
you have been a little tried. But if, as you 
say, all the good women like Mr. Percival, I 
think that is a strong recommendation. Our 
wives are often wiser than we, though they do 
not know it." 

" Don't they, sir ? Ah 1 Well, perhaps they 
don't — and I hope they never may." 

"There I agree with you, Giles," said Mr. 
Brudenell, as he turned his pony's head to- 
wards the Rectory, which stood at a short dis- 
tance from the church. 

Mr. Holmby was out, but his sister, a com- 
fortable-looking maiden lady of doubtful age, 
met the Vicar of Stourbrooke, almost in tears. 
She was quite wretched about Mr. Cecil 
Percival — she was sure he did not eat enough 
to keep a sparrow alive, and if ever there was 
any one who earned his comforts, and deserved 
to have the best of everything, it was he. 
Young people, in these days, had such peculiar 
notions, and her brother did not like them, as 
was natural ; but he was very fond of Mr. 
Percival, as were they all. It would be a relief 
to all their minds to know he was at Stour- 
brooke, as Mrs. Brudenell was the only person 
in the world who could manage him for his 
own good, and everybody knew how he looked 
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up to the Vicar. So sorry that Mr. Hohnby was 
not in — ^but might she venture to put a small 
hamper into tiie carriage, for the dear young 
man ? He ought always to take arrowroot or 
sago with wine in it, before going to bed, and 
after great exertion ; and sometimes he seemed 
to fancy a little jelly — she gave him some once, 
when he was arguing with the Rector, and to 
her great joy he cleared the whole dish, with- 
out seeming to know it ; so perhaps he might 
do it again. She had got a mould ready to 
send over, if Mr. Brudenell did not mind — ^and 
perhaps he would be so very good as to draw 
him into an argument about something, over 
it — calves'-foot jelly was so very good for a 
delicate fiume. 

" But supposing we agree on all points, Miss 
Hohnby ?" 

" Oh, that would be unlucky ! but perhaps 
you would not mind differing a little, for once 
— ^for his good, you know, Mr. Brudenell ? I 
assure you it is the only way to keep him alive. 
If ever I have been particularly anxious to 
make him take a bit of supper, on Sunday 
night, I always began upon Brady and Tate — 
no matter how I brought them in — ^and that 
was sure to set him off arguing, and by the 
time he had said all he had to say against 
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them, poor dear souls, he had generally got 
through the best part of my chicken. Perhaps 
you would remember that, and try it now and 
then?" 

"If all other means ML, I certainly will," 
said Mr. Brudenell ; and as soon as the hamper 
was placed in the carriage, he turned Snow- 
ball's head homewards. 

It was later than he intended before he 
reached Stourbrooke, some delay being caused 
by giving a lift to a tired parishioner return- 
ing from a long walk, stopping a quarrel 
among some boys, and holding a conversation 
with a farmer, known as the fiercest Radical 
in the neighbourhood, but marvellously soft- 
ened towards the priesthood, since he had 
known the Vicar. As he drove into the yard, 
. old Jane put her head out of the kitchen win- 
. dow, and as quickly drew it in again, and her 
voice was heard shrilly announcing to missis 
that master was come. Mrs. Brudenell soon 
appeared, with a smile of welcome as usual, 
which, had the Vicar's mind not been pre- 
occupied, he would have observed was rather 
forced. 

" You are later than I expected, love. Have 
you settled ever3rthing ?" 

"Settled is a word of large meaning," said 
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Mr. Brudenell, as lie handed out the hamper 
to the old gardener, whose duty it was to take 
care of Snowball; "I have received a good 
deal of information, and implicated myself in 
sundry delicate pieces of diplomacy. Mrs. 
Allen is coming to hold high council with you 
about Percival's shirt-collars, my love; and 
Miss Holmby hopes you will keep him from 
starvation with calves'-foot jelly, administered 
through Brady and Tate. You do not see the 
connexion of the two ideas ; neither did I, till 
she pointed it out." 

" Miss Holmby is a good soul, but with no 
wits available beyond her cupboard door. She 
need not have troubled herself or you with all 
these little gallipots of odds and ends. Does she 
think we get nothing to eat in Stourbrooke ? 
But never mind — somebody will be glad of 
them if Percival is not. I have a visitor wait- 
ing to see you, Julian." 

The Vicar turned and looked at her more 
attentively. The trembling of her voice 
caught his ear. " Anything the matter ?" 

She drew him gently on without replpng, 
till he was near the parlour door; then hid 
her face on his shoulder. " Julian, you were 
right, and I was wrong : forgive me, as I for- 
give him now ! " 
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He lifted her face with his hand, and she 
saw his all one bright flush of eager hope. 
" Is it George? Has he brought the child ?" 

She turned from him in haste, opening the 
parlour door. The Vicar niade one stride for- 
wards, ajid found his hand grasped by that of 
Roland Clarendon. 



( 
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CHAPTER VI. 

HOW MB. SAVILIjE KEPT HIS WOBD. 

Hakcoubt had found Mr. Saville, after some 
little difficulty, not at any of the tables, as he 
expected, but walking up and down with M. 
Lepelletier, in such eager conversation, the 
young man was close to his elbow before his 
vicinity was perceived. The moment he did 
perceive him, however, his face lighted up, 
and, shaking off his companion with little 
ceremony, he linked his arm in Harcourt's, 
and turned to leave the building. 

" I am so glad you are come, Clarendon ; I 
was just wishing for you." 

" I am glad I have found you, then, if I am 
still in time. You have not been playing ?" 

"Yes, I have. Come out of all this noise 
and glare ; I want a word with you alone." 
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They found a dark alley under the trees, 
where no one was within hearing. "Now," 
said Harconrt, impatiently, "what is it you 
haye to say?" He was pretty certain what it 
was already. 

" Clarendon, will you lend me some money?" 

"To lose at roulette? I wonder you can 
ask such a thing." 

" My dear boy, I wonder at myself. If any 
one had told me this morning that I should 
so lower myself before night, I should have 
been inclined to say, ^ Is thy servant a dog ?' 
Now I feel like one, yet I ask it — and implore 
it as an act of mercy." 

"An act of senseless cruelty, on the con- 
trary. It would be giving you a knife to put 
to your own throat." 

" No, Clarendon, no ; it will save me from 
what is worse. Listen ! I Vill hide nothing 
from you. I have already disgraced myself, 
and broken my word to a dying saint — ^that 
in itself were enough ; but I am in Lepelle- 
tier's power ; he knows passages of my mise- 
rable life that I would bury five fathom deep 
if I could, even if I had to lie down by their 
side — and I dare not openly affront him. He 
would have thought I did, if I refused alto- 
gether. I meant just to throw away a trifle ; 
but you know what that leads to, and before 
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I knew what I was about, I had lost enough 
to make me dread meeting Marion's eyes, as if 
their innocent look were a firebrand." 

" She thought you had not much about 
you." 

" Poor child ! let her think so I I tried, for 
her sake, to win it back — ^Lepelletier offered 
me the means. It went with the rest ; he can 
do no more, and he must be paid. Clarendon, 
will you not help your father's old friend, 
when he has no one else ?" 

Harcourt thrust his hands into his pockets, 
and set his teeth hard. 

"You have no right to ask me, Mr. Sa- 
viUe." 

" I know it — I own it — the right I had once 
I lost, when the grave closed on one whom no 
madness of mine could quite weary out. While 
he lived, Harcourt, I had a chance, a rope to 
cling to ; and since I have met you, it has 
almost seemed as if I had found it again. 
Hear me once more— stand my friend this 
once, and give me an opportunity of recover- 
ing what I have lost, of replacing it for Ma- 
rion's sake — it is she whom I have robbed, 
and who will be the sufferer. Give it me this 
evening, and I caU Him to witness who hears 
and sees us both, I will never set foot in one 
of these places again I" 
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"You have broken your word — ^who can 
trust your oath ?" asked Harcourt, sternly. 

" Oh !" murmured the miserable man, drop- 
ping the arm to which he had clung, and 
covering his face with his hands, " that I 
should live to hear that said to me by Cla- 
rendon's son !" 

There was a short silence ; Harcourt, vexed 
and indignant as he was, began to feel his 
compassion struggling against his better judg- 
ment. Mr. Saville, gay and careless, was a 
very diiferent object from the humiliated sup- 
pliant by his side. He could not but speak a 
soothing word to one so much his elder, in 
such distress. 

"I would gladly be of use to you, Mr. 
Saville, but it would only add to your trouble 
to do what you ask. I tell you what I will 
do, if you like. I will let you have the 
money for Lepelletier, if you will come away 
directly you have paid him." 

"You are my better angel, your father's 
own son !" and Mr. Saville seized the young 
man's hands, and kissed him, continental 
fashion, on both cheeks. " God will reward 
you — ^not for my sake, but for that innocent 
child's." 

" The less you say about her the better, for 
I can tell you it hardens my heart more thaxi 
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anything. I mnst go and fetch this money- 
how much is it ? Wheugh ! Your friend M. 
Lepelletier must be a very ccwafiding person. 
I should make him quietly understand this 
will be your last transaxjtion of the kind." 

" It will — I solemnly promise you it will — 
it shall." 

It was some time after this that Gervase 
Wray came to look for Harcourt, and found 
him wandering about the large saloon, waiting 
for Mr. Saville, who had gone with the money 
he had provided, to find Lepelletier, and had 
not returned. Mr. Wray shook his head when 
he heard the story, and suggested a visit to 
the roulette-table. 

"You must be very innocent, Clarendon, 
not to have thought of that sooner." 

" Do you suppose I have not ? I have been 
execrating my own weak folly the last half 
hour, but I had not courage to go and look on 
what I had done. Come with me, and if we 
find he has taken me in, I wiU shame him 
before the whole room." 

" Here he comes !" said Gervase, starting. 

Harcourt started too, as he perceived Mr. 
SaviUe moving slowly towards them, with 
uncertain, tottering steps, and a face almost 
grey in its deathly pallor. He held out his 
hands with a piteous gesture to the young 
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men, and almost fell into their arms. It was 
like supporting a form of damp marble. 

" I knew it— I felt it," said Harcourt ; " I 
knew how it must end! Never mind, sir — 
keep up a good heart; don't think of it any 
more — she shall not be the loser. Let the 
trash go — ^it is well lost if it has cured you. 
Let us take you home." 

" Yes, take me home — ^take me home. I 
shall keep my oath, Harcourt — ^I shall never 
come here again." 

" So much the better ; but you are ill. A 
mouthful of brandy, Gervase — ^fiy. Here, sir, 
sit down and lean on me. It is a little faint- 
ness, and wUl soon pass." 

" It is more than that ; but it will pass, as 
you say. Clarendon, I paid Lepelletier, and 
to-morrow I must settle with you. Don't 
forget." 

"No, sir, I am not likely to forget this 
evening. God forgive me for what I did ! I 
am punished already. Here, drink this," 
putting to the white lips the glass Gervase 
brought. "Thank Heaven, he can swallow 
it ; now we may get him home 1" 

By this time a crowd had gathered round 
them, and, to Harcourt's relief, among them 
was an English surgeon, whom they had met 
at the table d'hote. He at once took the case 

l2 
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into his own hands, and, by his help, Mr. 
Saville was assisted into a carriage, while 
Gervase Wray went to watch over the ladies, 
and prevent their being terrified by a false 
report. 

As Harcourt, who had remained a moment 
behind, to remunerate the attendants, was 
leaving the place, he was suddenly stopped by 
M. Lepelletier, to inquire after his friend. 
"What would you have, sir?" he returned, 
bitterly; "you must be accustomed to such 
cases by this time. He has lost once too 
often, that is all, and wisdom, if he has learnt 
it, is come rather late." 

" Permit me, sir, you do not compre- 
hend '' began the Frenchman, but Har- 
court cut him short. 

"Pardon me, sii*, I comprehend perfectly, 
and I trust to your penetration to compre- 
hend m^." 

He turned his back on Lepelletier as he 
spoke, and hurried on, overhearing, as he 
passed, voices loudly discussing, with many 
expressions of envy, the wonderful luck some 
one had just had — ^luck which never came to 
them, let them court it as they would. And 
he thought of Marion's sorrowful eyes, and 
Saville's ghastly face, and his father's love for 
hiih^ and could have turned on them all in 
the bitterness of his heart, au^i cra^^<l \Xv^ iQJV5\. 
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Dagon of their idolatry. But the victims, in- 
nocent and guilty, depended on him now, and 
he had not a minute to lose in anger or self- 
reproach. To prevent Marion from seeing her 
step-father in his present state was his most 
pressing care ; and thanks to Wray's precau- 
tions, the ladies did not reach the hotel till 
the sick man had been carried to his bed. He 
seemed hardly conscious, and Mr. Price shook 
his head in reply to Harcourt's inquiries. 

" It is a bad case, very bad. Has he been 
suffering lately ?" 

" Yes ; his servant told me this morning 
he had had a bad night, and complained of 
faintness; and I suppose his losses were too 
much for his brain." 

" His losses? just feel that coat." 

Clarendon took up the one just removed, 
and immediately thrust his hand into the 
pockets. They were literally crammed with 
notes, napoleons, and five-franc pieces. Au- 
guste, who had been summoned in haste from 
his amusements, came in as Harcourt was 
spreading them on the table, and opened his 
eyes at the unusual spectacle. He knew what 
it meant without being told, and glanced at 
the bed with an involuntary shrug of the 
shoulders, that told more than words. It was 
a look much more of envy than of commisetar 
tiouy for be had been playing \v\T£i%^^ «sA 
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was still flushed with the excitement of part- 
ing with his last florin. 

" That must be locked up at once," said Mr. 
Price, quickly. " You had better count it 
over first, though." 

Harcourt began, but the metallic sound 
roused the suffferer from his lethargy; he 
opened his eyes, and murmured Clarendon's 
name. The young man went up to him di- 
rectly. " Harcourt, mind what I say — ^that is 
all Marion's — I give it into your charge — ^take 
care of it for her." 

" I will, sir, if you wish it." 

" I do wish it — ^that gentleman is my wit- 
ness, that I declare it to be hers, and charge 
you to deliver it into her own hands. If I 
could have held out ten minutes longer, it 
might have been doubled — ^trebled — I am sure 
it would — only ten minutes longer." But 
I couldn't, I couldn't — Harcourt, my dear 
boy " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Take her home with you — ^take her- to 
Brudenell; he will be kind to her — ^he will 
see what is best to be done. I have only 
robbed her,* robbed her to the last; but if 
I can " 

" Come, come," interrupted the surgeon, 
who bad approached the other side of the 
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bed with a glass in his hand, " you must not 
talk any more now; we want you to go to 
sleep." 

"I shall sleep soon," he replied, with a 
smile, " but where shall I wake ? Thank you," 
as he returned the glass, " that was just what 
I wanted. Clarendon, I must speak to you 
alone." 

Harcourt looked at the surgeon, who shook 
his head. The sick man smiled again. " My 
good sir," he said, before Mr. Price could 
begin to remonstrate, " if I had more time at 
my disposal, I should not be so uncourteous ; 
but you know better than I do that I have not. 
A thousand pardons, but I must ask you to go." 

The surgeon shrugged his shoulders, but 
could do no other than comply ; Auguste had 
already disappeared. In the passage he met 
Marion, who had only just arrived, and had 
rushed up-stairs while the others were making 
inquiries. She had been told Mr. Saville was 
ill, and that was all ; the grave face of Mr. 
Price, as he held up a warning l&nger, struck 
her with deadly fear. " We will hope for the 
best — ^he is a little revived. Do not agitate 
him just now. He wished io be alone with 
Mr. Clarendon, and in a few minutes I shall 
go back, and see if you can be admitted ; but 
you must be quite calm and quiet." 
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"I have been in a sick-room before," she 
said, trying to speak with composure ; " I pro- 
mise to be quiet. He likes to have me about 
him, I know, and I understand his ways. I 
am. sure he will let me nurse him — he has no 
one left but me !" 

Again Mr. Price shrugged his shoulders, 
thinking of what he had just heard. He knew 
nothing of his patient's story, but what he 
had witnessed told him enough. They were 
still waiting in breathless silence, when Roland 
came up ; he had learned more particulars 
below, and had hastened to see if he could be 
any help to Marion. The support of his arm 
and of his sympathy proved of no small ser- 
vice, as they were kept waiting longer than 
Mr. Price expected, or approved ; and during 
that interval, though Marion's lips moved now 
and then, as suspense increased her dread, 
not a word was spoken by either. All at 
once there came a cry from the room within, 
that at first paralysed the young people ; the 
surgeon made a hasty sign to Roland, and 
hurried back to his patient's bedside, whither 
Marion, as soon as she recovered the use of 
her knees, would» have followed, but Roland, 
obeying that gesture, held her back. While 
he was soothing and entreating her to wait, 
Harcourt came out, whispered a few kind 
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words as if to a sister, and drew her into the 
room, the door of which was then closed. 

" I do not know all that happened," con- 
tinued Roland, in telling the story, " but 
Price declared to me afterwards, he never 
saw any one behave better than she did. 
Saville was unconscious when she went in, 
and Price thought would never speak again, 
but she would not be persuaded to leave him, 
and was all night long by his bedside, watch- 
ing, and reading her prayer-book, keeping 
perfectly quiet, but with a face that cut them 
to the heart. At last, just at three o'clock, he 
again revived a little, and seemed to know 
her, and made a sign for her to take his hand ; 
and Harcourt heard him say, 'If Brudenell 

were here !' Something, too, he uttered 

about wrong, and trying to make amends ; and 
then he gradually grew still again, and while 
she was leaning over him, he was gone. Har- 
court called me in, and between us we got 
her out of the room ; indeed, I had to carry 
her to her own, for directly she tried to walk 
she fainted away, quite done up, and worn 
out. Stella and her maid took charge of her, 
and Mr. Price ordered her not to be disturbed 
for some hours; and as soon as we could 
collect our ideas, Harcourt came and talked 
seriously to me about what must be done. 
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He said poor Saville had committed Miss 
Egerton to his care till he could put her 
under her uncle's, and therefore he could not 
leave her, but that one of us must start at 
once to tell you everything, and get Morlands 
ready for visitors. Of course, our tour was 
at an end, we all agreed on that point ; Miss 
Egerton must not be forsaken; and as soon 
as possible, they would follow together, and 
my aunt and Stella come to us. I hated 
leaving at such a time, you may suppose, but 
he put it so strongly, I could not help myself 
and I was off by the first train to Paris with- 
out seeing her again. They told me she was 
asleep, and Stella promised to watch over her 
faithfully, so I hope she will." 

" And the funeral?" asked Mrs. Brudenell. 

" It must be over by this time. They do 
those things very quickly over there. It is 
an unconunonly pretty place — ^fiill of roses, 
and all that sort of thing, you know. I came 
upon it by accident in. one of my early 
morning walks, and should have thought I 
was in a garden, but for those long rows 
of crosses ^ry^here. I did not know we 
were going to leave one of our party there so 
soon." 

The Vicar had held out so far, in his 
anxiety for particulars, but he could bear no 
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more just then, and rising from the seat into 
which he had sunk on the first intelligence, 
made a sign not to be followed, and walked 
out into his garden. 

Why had that dying mau wished for him 
at the last? What could he have asked at 
such a moment that Julian Brudenell could 
refuse ? 

Old scenes, old hopes, old fondness — ^how 
vividly did they return to him now ! He was 
once more in the days of his youth, not always 
bright, not always happy — but always hopeful, 
loving, ardent, even in difficulty and trouble. 
He stood again as he had stood so many years 
ago, between Harcourt Clarendon and George 
Saville, in the clasp of whose hands was 
strength — ^in the ring of whose voices was in- 
spiration — ^whom to doubt, or grieve, or lose, 
would have been harder than death. And with 
a start, he remembered that it was over, and 
that he was left, the last of the three — ^and 
where were the two he had loved ? One had 
gone down to his grave in honour, and his 
name remained his children's heritage; the 

other ? Dead to his earliest friend as he 

had been for years, the actual death brought 
a gentler sense of loss ; the gulf that his con- 
duct had made between their hearts was 
filled up, and the survivor felt as if it must 
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have been partly his fault, that it had ya^vned 
so widely and so long. In his last moments, 
Saville had remembered him — ^what might he 
not have done had his friend's patience been 
greater, his prayers more fervent and un- 
tiring? 

Percival had considerately retired during 
Roland's recital, but having gathered the lead- 
ing facts, and seen the Vicar retreat into the 
garden, could not resist the strong desire he 
felt to give him advice and comfort. Eluding 
Mrs. Brudenell's vigilance, he slipped out and 
followed him to the gate opening into the 
churchyard, where he found his old friend 
leaning, with his head on his folded arms, too 
absorbed to hear his steps till they were close 
behind him. 

" Is that you, Percival ?" he said, rousing 
himself with a start. " I beg your pardon — 
I forgot you would be anxious. Yes, I saw 
your uncle, and it is all right ; but I would 
rather talk to you by-and-by, if you wiU allow 
me." 

" I did not come to trouble you about my 
matters, sir, but to ask if there were anything 
I could do for you this evening?" 

" You are very good. No, I thank you," 
shaking his head mournfully. " It is too late, 
now. 
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" I never mind hours, sir; midnight is as 
good as day, where work is to be done." 

" Yet He said, * the night cometh when 
no man can work.' How do we ever forget 
that?" 

" As we forget other things, sir ; by not be- 
lieving them. Come, I do not like to see you 
so cut up ; you can have nothing to reproach 
yourself with." 

" I wish that were true. But these mo- 
ments try one's life in a way for which we are 
not always prepared. Take an old man's 
word for it, it is very difficult so to act as to 
leave no room for self-reproach ; I, for one, 
have not mastered it." 

" I cannot see the difficulty, sir, to one who 
has sound principles, and courage to carry 
them out. A thing is either right or wrong, 
and if you know you are in the right, there is 
nothing more to be said or done." 

" There are wrong ways of doing right, 
Percival. You are too young to see that yet, 
but you may live to feel it as I do. We know 
that faith can remove mountains, and yet, for 
lack of charity, we find a daubing of untem- 
pered mortar too strong for us." 

" Charity is a much abused term, in my 
opinion, sir. It is no true charity to connive 
at, or slur over, what is wrong." 



158 THE BROTHEBS. 

"Perhaps not; but it is no less untrue, 
when it makes no allowance for circumstances, 
for training, for the force of temptation, for 
constitutional habit. The man that is gone — 
you never knew him, but your uncle did — ^was 
far more brilliant in his gifts than I ; there 
was nothing he could not do, but rule his own 
spiritr-his powers were a temptation, and 
helped to lead him astray; and I ought to 
have remembered that, and have hoped and 
borne with him still. He thought of me at 
the last, poor fellow ! — if I had but been there 
— ^but God's will be done." 

The young man listened respectfully, but 
his sympathy was mingled with pity for what 
he considered amiable weakness. He hinted 
as much in his deferential attempts at advice 
and consolation, attempts so gently received 
by his elder, that he was encouraged to go 
further, and by the time they had walked 
back to the house, he had unburdened his 
mind of a great many ideas and opinions, 
which he had intended to reserve— gratified 
by the Vicar's silence, and comforted for recent 
failure at Dumingham by the prospect of vast 
and immediate usefulness at Stourbrooke. 

To one person, at any rate, his presence 
was of great utility, and that was Roland Cla- 
rendon^ who had met him before at his uncle's, 
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and had an honest reverence for those gifts he 
was conscious of not possessing. Mrs. Bru- 
denell had inflicted rather a severe blow on 
her favourite, by decidedly quashing the topic 
of his love for Marion. 

" So long as she was in other hands, it was 
all very well for you to write and talk what 
nonsense you pleased ; but now she is coming 
to us, it is quite a different matter, and I will 
have nothing more said on the subject till I 
have had time to know her myself, and form 
my own opinion. And her uncle's heart is so 
full of trouble just now about the whole affair, 
that I am sure you have too much considiera- 
tion to worry him with your own concerns." 

Against this fiat Roland had no appeal, but 
he consoled himself, as best he might, by con- 
fiding the whole to Percival, bestowing, no 
doubt, a great deal of tediousness on his lis- 
tener — for loye-tales should be told to none 
but those whom they concern — ^but receiving 
courteous attention, and whenever he gave an 
opening, a great deal of advice. 

" I have no experience in these things," 
Percival would say, when Roland paused for 
want of breath, " for my work has kept me 
out of them, and I am not in the least likely 
to be drawn aside from it by any weakness or 
passion for any woman whatever ; I reverence 
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the sex too much to wish to see them made 
idols of for half their lives, and the other half 
hewers of wood and drawers of water. But I 
can understand your state of mind, and its 
dangers, and so I recommend your employing 
yourself, from morning till night, if you can, 
so as to prevent your dwelling on one sub- 
ject ; and here are some books I recommend 
you to look at, especially the passages I have 
marked for you. We are not sent into this 
world to enjoy ourselves, my dear Clarendon, 
but to work, and to make others better." 

" Work ? Yes, I intend to work," Roland 
replied, slowly ; " but making others better is 
not in my line. I had rather some one tried 
it on me." 

" Then let me be that one, and come with 
me among my daily Battles with evil and 
folly; and if you do not grow in mental 
strength, at least it shall not be for want of 
exercise." 

And then he would speak, as he could so 
well, of subjects that stirred the depths of the 
young heart, and threw a gleam of light over 
its troubled waters ; and Eoland would go 
away, cheered, he hardly knew why, and feel- 
ing that he would pile Pelion upon Ossa if 
needs were, but win and deserve Marion he 
must and would. 
For the present, however, \ie N^^^iaiTv\R>\>^ 
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satisfied with the work immediately before 
him — ^that of getting the apartments destined 
for his aunt and cousin into the luxurious 
order Stella's fastidious eye would require ; a 
task in which he was glad of all the help Mrs. 
Brudenell had time to give. The rooms had 
been newly furnished, and the fittings were 
not quite complete, and Harcourt's orders were 
imperative that they should be ready by a cer- 
tain day. A brother of Mr. Saville's was ex- 
pected at Baden daily, and when the afiairs of 
the deceased had been placed in his hands, 
their return would depend on the health of 
Miss Egerton, still very much prostrated by 
the shock. A few lines from Marion to her 
uncle, written in evident agitation, spoke 
gratefuUy of the kindness she was receiving, 
especially from Harcourt, and of the comfort 
she anticipated in paying a visit to Stour- 
brooke — an expression, at which Mrs. Brude- 
nell, when her husband handed her the letter, 
lifted her eyebrows significantly. She had her 
own private doubts respecting the state in 
which her niece's fortune would prove to be ; 
but she would not pain her husband by hint- 
ing that they might as well make up their 
minds to keep the child altogether, as she 
should be very much surprised if she had 
enough left her to find her in clothes. She 

VOL. I. M 
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quietly made everything ready for her guest, 
as she knew Julian would wish it to be if he 
knew anything about the matter; the tiny 
"spare room," with its white curtains, and 
neat appliances for comfort and occupation, 
being rather a contrast to that in which Roland 
was standing with his hands in his pockets, 
puzzling his handsome head how to arrange 
sofas and tables, so that Stella's apartment 
should be better than anybody else's. Every- 
thinsf at the Vicarage was plain, and meant 
for utmty more than show. 

" But dear me," Mrs. Brudenell said, in a 
moment of confidence, to old Jane, " after 
such holes as people sleep in abroad, without 
a notion of English cleanliness, I should 
think it will seem like a palace." To which 
Jane, who had a vague idea that foreigners 
were the sort of people to whom the good 
missionaries were sent, for whom her master 
preached once a year, answered, as in duty 
bound, that 'deed she thought so tu. 

At last a letter announced that the party 
were on the eve of departure, Gervase Wray 
alone remaining to assist Mr. John Saville ; 
and in due course came the following tele- 
gram: 

" Clarendon to Clarendon. 

"Home at six — barouche with greys — 
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brougham with chesnut — van for luggage. 
Ladies all well." 

" Barouche with greys," commented Roland, 
when the curt missive was put into his hands, 
" that is Stella's doing ; she always does carry 
her point, and she must have her own way 
this tune, but I wish she may not repent it." 

The greys were a purchase respecting which 
there had been considerable difference of 
opinion; Roland, whose choice they were, 
loudly asserting their priceless value; Har- 
court doubting their ever being safe to drive. 
They were young, unused to harness, and 
with tempers that kept their driver's patience 
as fully on the stretch as his arms; but 
Roland had spent much time in training and 
breaking them, and could already do more 
with them than any one else ; and Stella, to 
tease Harcourt, had once declared she would 
never come to Morlands unless they were 
brought to meet her. When Stella once took 
a fancy into her head, everybody knew it was 
no use to reason with it, but Roland shook 
his seriously over the order, and so did 
Bowles, the coachman. The horses had done 
nothing during their master's absence, and 
how would they stand the noise of the train ? 
They were eating their heads off, and as wild 
as hawks ; it was all the grooms e.Q\>i^ $iL<;i \r> 

m2 
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exercise them ; and Bowles honestly affirmed, 
if he might give his advice, it would be 
to meet the ladies with the old pair that had 
gone that road so often, and were startled at 
nothing. But this his young master knew 
would not do, and the result of an anxious 
consultation and simdry unsatisfactory ex- 
periments was, that if driven at all that day, 
they must be driven by Roland himself, for 
they minded no one else. He galloped them 
roimd the park half the morning, as much to 
work off his own excitement as theirS, for his 
longing to see Marion Egerton again grew 
every hour more intense. He was in a fever 
till it was time to start, or sufficiently near it 
to allow of starting; and Mrs. Brudenell, 
though secretly nearly as restless as himself, 
was provoked to see the cavalcade at the gate, 
to pick up the Vicar half an hour sooner than 
there was any occasion to disturb him. 

" You will only fret these poor creatures of 
yours by keeping them standing," she said, 
patting the horse nearest to her, whose arch- 
ing neck and quivering ears spoke impatience 
in every fibre. " Mr. Brudenell is busy, and 
twenty minutes are of more importance to him 
than they seem to be to you." 

" I know, I know, Mrs. Brudenell — I have 
been an idler too long ; but you will see, I 
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am going to turn over — steady, my man, 
steady ! — a new leaf." 

"An old family coach, you mean, like the 
children in our Christmas game. I am thank- 
ful my husband is not sitting behind these 
animals — ^they will run away with you as sure 
as you are bom." 

" You do not know the muscles of my anns 
as well as they do, luckily. If you can hold 
in Percival half as well, I shall call you a 
clever woman." 

" None of your impertinence, sir ; Percival 
is worth a dozen such great idle boys as you. 
It wiU not be from excess of zeal that you 
will tire your friends." 

" Don't be too sure ; he has been putting 
me up to no end of useful notions, and 
promises me plenty of work among your 
people, if I will only be guided by his direc- 
tions." 

"Let me just find you making yourself 
busy where you are not wanted, that is all. 
Our poor and sick are not to be handled like 
Harcourt's greys ; and I can tell you, if you 
meddle with them unadvisedly, you wiU find 
they can pull as hard. Learn to go in harness 
yourself, my boy, before you begin settling 
the collar upon others." 

There was no reply to this, for Roland's 



166 THE BROTHERS. 

steeds began to grow restive, and he found it 
best to move on, leaving the Vicar to follow. 
The weather had been dose and oppressive 
all day, and the clouds had gathered thickly 
overhead, but as yet, no other signs of a 
storm had appeared, and they hoped to have 
the travellers safely housed before it began. 
The train was behind its time, and distant 
growls of thunder had been giving warning 
at intervals during the half hour of waiting. 

"An ominous welcome for your niece, sir," 
said Roland, as he stood by the Vicar's side on 
the platform, nearly as restless as his favourite 
horses. 

"Do you believe in omens?" asked Mr. 
Brudenell, with his usual deliberation. 

"Yes, and no: reason and imagination 
never quite agree on that point. I would 
rather have had a bright evening for her first 
arrival." 

"And when would you have had the 
storm ?" 

" Any time that she was safely out of its 
way." 

" Exactly, my boy ; if we had the ruling 
of aflfairs, our friends would always have fair 
weather; but it would not, in that case, be 
the world it is." 

" There is the bell. They will be up in a 
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minute now,'* and nothing more was said till 
the train stopped. Eoland saw Marion's face 
at the carriage window and his hand was on 
hers in a moment. She did not tell him that 
his radiant look of welcome was the most 
cheering sight she had beheld since he left 
them. 

"Are my imcle and aunt here?" was her 
first half-whispered question. 

" Your uncle is standing just behind me — 
do not you see him ? Mrs. Brudenell is wait- 
ing to receive you at home. Where is that 
guard to open this door? We have been 
counting the hours to your arrival, and our 
only resource was m gettmg everything ready 
for you." 

" Quite right," interposed Harcourt, who, 
the instant the door was opened, had sprung 
out, and now dispossessed his brother of his 
place ; "just see after the traps, there's a good 
fellow, or there will be some mistake. I will 
take care of Miss Egerton." 

He handed her out as he spoke, drew her 
arm in his, and led her up to the Vicar, who 
was gazing about in every direction but the 
right. 

" Your niece, Mr. Brudenell." 

The Vicar started, stood a moment looking 
at them, and then took Marion's hand with a 
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warm, but low, greeting of welcome ; so low, 
indeed, that she rather felt than heard the 
words. His voice was stronger when he 
thanked Harcourt, though his thanks were 
brief and hurried. 

" I have fulfilled my trust, and give it up 
into better hands," said Harcourt, " but you 
would not thank me if you knew how sorry I 
am it is over. Excuse me, I must attend to 
my guests." And he turned rather abruptly 
to rejoin Stella, who was watching him from 
a little distance. 

The Vicar's eye followed him uneasily. 
" Not engaged, are they ?" he said, as if think- 
ing aloud; but as he looked at Marion, she 
answered that she did not think it was quite 
settled — only likely. 

"Likely? Yes — ^perhaps so. He has been 
kind to you, my dear, I hope ?" 

" No brother could have been kinder," was 
the earnest reply. 

" And you think you can trust yourself to 
us, my dear chUd ?" 

"Trust myself? Whom could I trust, if 
not you. Uncle Julian ?" 

"Then we agree to trust each other hence- 
forth, and go home as fast as we can, for your 
aunt is all impatience, and I am afraid you 
must be tired." 
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"I thought I was," said Marion; "but I 
am so glad to be here, I do not feel it now " 

She had, in fact, been feeling iU the greater 
part of the journey, but the excitement of 
arriving having flushed her cheeks, and partly 
restored her energy, she thought she was 
quite well — ^if only she could get quietly away 
without being obliged to talk to anybody. 
The comfortable brougham at the ^or of the 
station looked very inviting, and she was 
about to enter it at her uncle's desire, when 
Mrs. Porchester's voice made her pause and 
look round. The rest of the party had ga- 
thered round the barouche, and the greys 
were pawing the ground with an impatience 
that might be charming to Stella, but was by 
no means agreeable to her mother. 

" It doesn't signify talking, and it is little I 
care about myself, as you know; anything 
does for me, and always did ; but I cannot 
sit behind two wild, ramping creatures that 
you told me yourself always ran away with 
everybody. You did, Stella — at least, they 
tried to, which is just the same. And only 
Roland to drive — ^no coachman, or anything ! 
I would rather stay here all night — I would 
rather walk the whole way — ^I would in- 
deed !" 

" My dear mamma, as both are simply im- 
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possible, I do not see how it can be helped. 
Do get in at once, and say no more about it." 

" I am sure it is not often I say anything — 
I never interfere, and I never open my lips if 
I can avoid it, as Miss Egerton knows ; you 
young people like to settle everything your 
own way, or else you are not pleased ; and 
you have worried till you have got your own 
way, and your dreadful horses ; but all I can 
say is, nothing shall induce me to trust myself 
behind them — ^nothing." 

To do Mrs. Porchester justice, it was seldom 
she spoke so severely and with so much reso- 
lution ; nothing but intense bodily fear could 
have given her sufficient courage. Stella knew, 
by her tone, that it was a decided affair, and 
shrugged her shoulders impatiently. 

" Only say what you choose to do, then, 
mamma. Here is Mr. Brudenell, to whom 
you have not yet spoken, looking quite scan- 
dalised by all this commotion. Miss Egerton, I 
must trust to your generosity not to tell your 
uncle all the distressing little family scenes 
you have been so unfortunate as to witness, 
or I question if he will ever allow you to be 
with us again." 

" Now, Stella, that is very unkind of you, 
and extremely rude, and Mr. Brudenell may 
well he shocked ; and I am sure, if it was to 
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do anybody any good, I would not mind if 
the horses were wild bulls, and that you 
know; but I see no good in risking on^'s 
neck for such nonsense. I appeal to Mr. Bru- 
denell — ^is it right, or safe ?" 

Mr. Brudenell, thus appealed to, rubbed his 
glasses, and put them on his nose, with a 
serious air of consideration. , These were Ro- 
land's darlings, were they not, who minded 
him only? They were pretty creatures, cer* 
tainly. Roland was a better judge than he 
could pretend to be, and if he said it was aU 
right, he had no doubt that it was. 

But Mrs. Porchester doubted, nevertheless, 
and was so wretched, and so resolute, there 
was nothing for it but to give up the 
brougham to her and her noiaid, while the 
Vicar and his niece accepted places in the 
barouche. When this was arranged, and the 
brougham fairly oflF, Roland was about to 
mount to his post, but was stopped by his 
brother. 

" I mean to drive myself." 

"You? Nonsense. It was settled that I 
should do it, and they know me best." 

" They must learn to know me, then. I will 
trust no one but myself" 

" Har court, listen to reason : it is as much 
as I can do to hold them; they ijull like 
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fury, and my arms are worth a dozen of 
yours." 

" I am inclined to doubt that. Stand out 
of the way, ' Roland ; you are only wasting 
time. When I say a thing, I mean it — ^gene- 
raUy." 

"And so do I, always. You will never be 
able to hold them." 

" I mean to try. Now, Roland, if you say 
any more, I shall have to remind you that I 
am master, after all. Sit where you please, 
but not in my place." 

Roland stared, as if doubting his own senses. 
"I do not understand such language, Har- 
court." 

" It is plain enough, I should think. Do 
not let us wrangle before the ladies; but if 
you wish to be of real use, see after the stow- 
ing of the luggage, or there will be some 
blunder, I know." 

He put his brother aside as he said this, 
and mounted the box. Roland bit his lips 
and ground his teeth with suppressed passion, 
but made no further attempt to hinder him. 
He lifted his hat to the inmates of the car- 
riage as it passed, catching a half-alarmed 
look of inquiry from Marion, which he had 
not time to satisfy. It just glanced across his 
mind that if there were any risk, it might be 
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better for him to take the place by Harcourt's 
side, so as to be teady to give him help ; but 
pride and anger were too strong, and while 
he was struggling against them, the carriage 
aaid the opportunity were gone. He turned 
away to the spot where the numerous boxes 
and trunks were being packed into the van, 
sUencing his misgivings by indignant re- 
flections on Harcourt's conduct. What if 
Mrs. Brudenell were right, after all? What 
if the time were really come when he should 
fe^l he was dependent, and as such would be 
treated — ^and before Marion's eyes? When 
had "master" ever passed Harcourt's lips 
before, in speaking of what was his own, and 
therefore his brother's too? Could he be 
changing? He would know that night— that 
hour, indeed, if these idiots would have done 
blundering over the ladies' bandboxes, and 
start off like reasonable beings. What was 
the matter now ? A trunk missing ? Just like 
their stupidity. It must be telegraphed for, of 
course. Miss Porchester's, was it? and one 
she was most particular about — seemed so, by 
the care taken to see it was safe. Oh yes, he 
would give the order,; .and hfedid, but all this 
took up time, and when at last the van started 
from the station, f the storm had begun in 
earnest. The rain was pouring in torr^wt& ia& 
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they stopped at the Vicarage. Miss Egerton's 
luggage had been kept apart for delivery there, 
and Roland's vexation was half forgotten as 
he jumped down to see it safely taken out, 
anticipating her grateful thanks, and (as he 
was so very wet) a good-natured invitation 
from Mrs. Brudenell to stay till it cleared up. 
Mrs. BrudeneU came out of the parlour to 
meet him, but with no such glad welcome as 
he had expected. "Roland! are they not 
come?" 

" Come ? I should think so. You do not 
mean to say they are not here ?" 

" No one has been here, and I could not 
imagine what made you all so late." 

" The train was late, but they left the sta- 
tion long ago, Harcourt drivmg the young 
ladies and the Vicar. I suppose he has taken 
ihem to Morlands, on account of the storm." 

" It was a very bad arrangement, and I do 
not understand it now. I thought my hus- 
band was to have the brougham." 

" So he was, but my aunt took fright at the 
greys, so he gave it up to her." 

" And you let Harcourt drive them instead 
of yourself?" 

"I had no choice — he told me he was 
master, and after that, I was not going to 
argue the point any more." 
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" And you risked their Hyes for the sake of 
your pride. No, don't speak to me, Roland 
— I thought better of you. Hush ! Do I hear 
wheels ? Yes, thank God I it is the brougham. 
You were right ; they must have changed at 
Moriands." 

"Thank God !" repeated Roland, hoarsely, 
and seizing an umbrella, he ran out to assist 
the inmates to alight. The door was opened 
as he approached, and the Vicar stepped out 
alone. 

" Where is Miss Egerton, sir ?*' 

"I have left her at Moriands. Give me 
your arm, my dear boy. Thank you. How 
wet you are ! You had better go back in the 
brougham." 

" All right, sir ; never mind me. I am so 
relieved to see you safe. I was beginning to 
reproach myself for not having gone on the 
box." 

" It might have been better if you had, for 
your favourites are rather beyond Harcourt. 
My dear," as he entered the house, speaking 
more deliberately than usual, "I have not 
brought your child, you see : it was thought 
better not. Yes, I know my coat is rather the 
worse for weather, but I can change it while 
you are putting on your bonnet, for I am 
going to take you to Moriands." 
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" To Morlands ? Have you left her there ?" 
" Yes, I have. The fact is — just lend a 
hand, Roland, my boy, to get this coat off — 
the horses ran away with us, and at last over- 
tamed ftecrri.^ in fl.ep»k; and poor 
Marion was the only one who was much hurt. 
She was taken up insensible, but I trust it is 
nothing serious: No, Roland, my poor boy, 
you are not to take it to heart; it was no 
fault of yours, as we can all bear witness, and 
as Harcourt did, as soon as he could speak/' 
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CHAPTER VII. 

CLAUDE MELNOTTK. 

" She is coming to herself, Mrs. Brudenell ; 
she will be better soon.'* 

There had been suflScient diflSculty in re- 
storing consciousness to give Miss Porchester 
a great deal of alarm ; and if ever she felt 
thankful in her life, it was when she saw the 
large eyes slowly open at length, even though 
they soon closed again. Mrs. Brudenell entered 
just as this happened, and in a minute had 
laid aside bonnet and shawl, and was by 
the patient's side, administering the cordial 
that was standing ready. An attempt to 
feel Marion's pulse soon showed where the 
injury was, for the poor girl shrank from her 
touch, and on examination, her left arm 
was found to be severely bruised and much 
swollen. With the exception of the footnotan^ 

VOL. I. N 
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who had sprained his knee in getting down 
while the carriage was in motion, she was the 
only sufferer by the accident, beyond some 
slight contusions. It was not the time to ask 
particulars, and Mrs. Brudenell had already 
heard the general facts. The horses had gone 
very fairly till the storm broke over their 
heads ; and then they showed such wild terror, 
that Harcourt decided on taking them straight 
to their own stables, instead of turning into 
the village. When within sight of the lodge, 
an unusually vivid flash and loud report so 
maddened the excited features, that they 
burst into a furious gallop, and though he 
contrived to clear the gate, and kept them 
straight for some way through the park, at 
last dashed out of the drive upon the tur^ and 
one of the wheels coming in contact with the 
trunk of a felled tree, the carriage was over- 
turned. A vagrant, who had been crouching 
there to escape the rain, helped to hold the 
horses till the traces could be undone, other- 
wise there might have been still greater danger 
from their struggles. As it was, the Vicar, 
sitting opposite Miss Porchester, was able to 
shield her with his long arms, Marion being 
at the same moment thrown out against the 
tree. The rain was falling fast, and the only 
thing to be done was to get as quickly as pos- 
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sible into the Hall; Harcourt carried Miss 
Egerton in his arms, and as soon as she was 
under shelter, had his horse saddled, and gal- 
Ic^ed off for the Dumingham doctor. Mrs. Por- 
chester had been far too much agitated to be 
of the least use, and Stella, Jthough she -would 
not leave the sufferer for a moment, had had 
very Kttle notion what she ought to do. It 
was, therefore, so great a relief when Mrs. 
Brudenell arrived to take the responsibility off 
her hands, that she did not resent being over- 
looked, and comparatively forgotten ; and her 
i?eal concern and anxiety for her companion 
went far towards removing a certain amount 
of prejudice that keen observer had cherished 
against her. There was quite enough to make 
them both anxious and self-forgetful; for 
Marion, though she looked at them from time 
to time, seemed to have no power to speak, 
and the state of her pulse alarmed Mrs. Bru- 
denell. The truth was, she was ill when she 
left Baden, and the fatigue of the journey, and 
the excitement of the arrival, had been but a 
bad preparation for the shock she had just 
received. As to moving her to the Vicarage, 
het aunt saw at once it was out of the ques- 
tion, without waiting for Dr. Wartop's opinion. 
The latter arrived even sooner than he was 
expected, Harcourt having caught -Jiim just as 
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he was setting off in quite an opposite direc- 
tion, and brought him back in defiance of re- 
monstrance. He was weU known to every- 
body in Stourbrooke, and considered as perfect 
an oracle as doctors usually are where they 
have no rival ; aqd like some other great au- 
thorities, was uncertain in his temper, if that 
may be called uncertainty which, under given 
circumstances, could be foretold to a nicety. 
To have his routine of visits broken up, was 
one of the things that ruffled him infallibly ; 
and nothing exasperated him more than ac- 
cidents or illnesses brought on by what he 
considered want of common sense. That such 
a want was advantageous to the medical pro- 
fession, mattered not at all ; he felt the insult 
to his skill of being obliged, as he said, to 
patch up the mischief caused by the heedless- 
ness of fools, as keenly as if he paid the fee 
instead of receiving it. Consequently, he was 
in no humour to spare thq master of Morlands, 
or anybody else, who might have prevented 
the disaster which had called him there at so 
inconvebient a moment. 

" Doing well ?" was his reply to the anxious 
inquiries pressed upon him as he entered the 
drawing-room after his visit to his patient — 
with whom, be it observed, he had been as 
gentle as if she had been a daughter of his 
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own — "I wonder what you expect a young 
lady to do, when she has narrowly escaped 
breaking her neck ? Yes, I hope she will do 
well in time, if those about her use their com- 
mon sense, or have any to use, which seems 
doubtful ; but I won't have* her moved, mind 
that — and she must be kept perfectly quiet, 
and my orders strictly attended to, do you 
hear ? — and I won*t have her left at night" — he 
went on, as if uncle and aunt, friend and host, 
were all waiting for his departure to start on 
excursions of pleasure, and leave Marion to 
her fate — "I won't have her left, not for a 
moment. She will want careful nursing, and 
constant attention, if she is to be as well as I 
shall try to make her." 

" I am sure, Doctor, she will have every 
attention here," began Mrs. Porchester. "I 
would nurse her myself, but I am so nervous, 
and so easily upset ^" 

" Nothing easier than to be upset, ma'am, 
when one of your nephews breaks in your 
horses, and the other drives 'em. Life and 
limb are of no value to young men — I suppose 
because they so seldom use them to any good 
purpose — but ladies are apt to find their loss 
inconvenient. I could have told you exactly 
what would occur, if I had seen you start ; 
not that it would have been of the slightest 
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use. If people cannot use their common sense 
without advice, they seldom do so with it, 
so there is an end of that. One of your 
men hurt too ?" turning to Roland, who had 
stood, unusually submissive, during these ob* 
jurgations; "of course, where gentlemen do 
not mind smashing their visitors, they are not 
likely to be particular about their servants^ 
It is nothing to them if a man is disabled for 
life ; why should it be ?" 

The footman's case was not so bad as that, 
and the Doctor was exchanging a few parting 
words with Harcourt at the hall door, where 
his carriage was waiting, when a figure, hardly 
visible in the increasing darkness till he was 
close upon them, came limping to the foot of 
the steps. It was not oftai that such an object 
showed itself on that side of the mansion, for 
his rags were soaked with rain, and steeped in 
dirt ; but directly Harcourt saw him, he called 
out, " All right, my man ! I'll speak to you in 
a minute. What makes you hobble like that ? 
Are you hurt ?" 

" A kick, sir. It won't be much, I dare 
say." 

" A kick from one of those mad brutes may 
be more than you think. Doctor, I am sorry 
to be troublesome, but you must be good 
enough to look at this patient too. He hap- 
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pened (we will not inquire how or why) to be 
at hand when we upset, and came maniully to 
help, so deserves to be paid in return. Where 
do you live, my man ?" 

** Where I can, sir." 

"Where do you sleep at night?" 

" In a bam, under a hedge — ^just as it hap- 
pens, sir. My suite of apartments is more spa- 
cious than yours." 

" I think I know that voice," observed the 
Doctor, who had been eyeing the vagrant 
through his glasses; "did I not attend you, 
last winter, at Mr. Cedl Percival's request, 
when you had nearly killed yourself with 
drinking, you fine speech-maker ?" 

" You did, sir ; I am much obliged to you 
for remembering me." 

** And if I remember further, you promised 
him and me to give up spirits, and live a 
decent life in future." 

"It was not my fault that I did, sir; what 
could a poor fellow do but promise, when 
two such gentlemen set to talking at him at 
once?" 

"You are not classing me with young Mr. 
Percival, I hope ?" 

"Well, no, sir, I beg his pardon, I ain't. 
You may go a good way before you'll find a 
young gentleman to run in harness with him. 
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But he is terribly strict with a poor fellow 
— terribly," 

" Never mind what other people may have 
said or done," said Clarendon, "I will give 
you a chance now. Go round to the stables, 
and I shall give orders you are taken care of. 
The best day's work you ever did was to 
serve Harcourt Clarendon, and that you will 
find." 

" Thank you, sir; it is not much of a com- 
pliment, for they have not been many." 

He touched his battered hat and shuffled 
away as desired. 

"There is impudence for you," quoth the 
Doctor. " That fellow is never at a loss for an 
answer. Take my advice. Clarendon — give 
him some old clothes, and a good supper, and 
a trifle in his pocket, and pack him off. You'll 
make nothing decent out of him. 111 answer 
for that." 

" I mean to try," said Harcourt, and calling 
a servant, he gave him strict orders about the 
entertainment of the stranger. "He wants 
everything — soap and water, dry clothes, food 
and lodging. A horse-rug and some clean 
straw in the empty barn will be a luxury to 
him, and with the prospect of a good break- 
fast in the morning, he is not likely to give us 
the slip. Mind now, he is here by my invita- 
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tion, and has done me service, so he is to be 
treated well. Dr. Wartop mil see him in the 
servants' hall. You will be here early to- 
morrow, Doctor, of course ?" 

"Unless I am sent for, just as I am starting, 
to remedy somebody's folly, which occasionally 
happens. There goes your gong. What an 
hour for reasonable beings to be sitting down 
to their heaviest meal!" 

The dinner had indeed been so unconscion- 
ably delayed by all that had happened, that 
poor Mrs. Porchester, who liked her meals to 
a minute, was nearly in a state of rebellion, 
provoked beyond measure by the indifference 
of her daughter. 

" If nobody is to have a meal or a moment's 
peace and comfort because Marion Egerton 
has had a fall, tell me so at once, and I shall 
know what to expect. I shall be very ill, of 
course, and most likely, seriously, but nobody 
will mind that, and I do not expect they 
should ; it does not matter what becomes of 
old people, so long as the young ones have 
their own way ; but I must say it is not what 
I am used to at all, and so I do not hesitate to 
say so. It is all very well for you who are 
young and strong, at least strong enough for 
anything you choose to do, to say ten o'clock 
is as good an hour as seven to dine — you 
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might as well say seven is as good an hour as 
ten to go to bed, and I suppose it will end in 
that with me, for I am ready to drop." 

Fortunately, however, this desperate resource 
was not necessary, and the party sat down at 
last, to a board which Harcourt's well-trained 
cook contrived to cover as luxuriously as if 
his master were punctual. Anybody could send 
up a good dinner to the minute, was that 
master's remark on one occasion, but a cook 
deserving the name should do it at any minute ; 
and his chef had taken the hint as it was 
intended. Mrs. Brudenell would not leave 
her niece, by whom she meant to watch that 
night; but the Vicar, though he had dined 
at one, remained to bless the meat, and go 
through the form of dining again, with very 
little appetite, in order to secure his host after- 
wards for the conversation for which he was 
longing. 

There was much for them to talk over, more 
than they could attempt to do till they were 
quite alone ; so Harcourt ordered coffee in his 
study, and took the Vicar in there when the 
ladies adjourned to the drawing-room. Mrs. 
Porchester having fallen asleep on the sofa, 
Roland and Stella were left to cheer each 
other under the depressing circumstances of 
tins much-talked-of visit. Whatever it was 
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that she said to him, during their long con- 
ference, it was certainly of a more exhi- 
larating tendency, jadging by the brightened 
expression of his face, than that between 
the elders below ; for the Vicar looked very 
grave and thoughtfiil when he rejoined the 
ladies ; and as soon as he had heard from his 
' wife the last report of Marion, took his leave. 
Koland insisted on walking with him, at any 
rate as far as the lodge, and, during the walk, 
presumed so far on his companion's indulgence 
as to transgress Mrs. BrudeneH's injunctions, 
and pour out a great deal about his devoted 
attachment and the amiable qualities of its 
object, to which, if the "Vlcat paid attention, 
he returned no answer whatever. It was only 
when they had shaken hands, at parting, that 
he unexpectedly turned upon his young friend 
with Xhe question : 

** Roland, do you remember a conversation 
we had before you went abroad ?" 

" To be sure I do, sir. Why do you ask ?" 

" Because you talk as if you had forgotten 
it. Good night." And Mr. Brudenell walked 
away before Boland had time to stop him. 

It is not quite certain that he would have 
ventured to do so, for the rebuke stung, as 
perhaps it was meant to do, and he was not 
inclined to expose himself to another- He 
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turned slowly back, and instead of going 
to the drawing-room, betook him to the 
stables. He was not, by taste or habit, a 
great smoker, but whenever he had anything 
on his mind, he confessed he found vast conso- 
lation, and a store of undreamed-of wisdom, 
in the influence of a cigar ; and in his present 
mood felt unusual need of that friendly oracle. 
He would have one weed before he went in, 
and take a look at the greys the while ; — oh, 
ah, and there was that rough, too, that Noll 
had picked up, he would have a look at him 
as well. Noll was too easy with those chaps ; 
they might find the whole place on fire by 
morning, for all he knew. 

" Where have you put that tramp, Bowles?" 
he asked the coachman, as he crossed the 
stable-yard. 

"I have not attended to him myself, sir," 
said Bowles, in a tone of slightly aggrieved 
dignity ; " he were not given into my charge ; 
but he has been took care of, sir, that I can 
testify, and as good a supper as you'd wish to 
eat has been took to him in the bam, for I see 
it myself. My boy Sam is just gone there now 
with a quart of ale. He's treated downright 
handsome, that's what he is, Mr. Roland." 

"I hope he will treat us as handsomely," 
5aid Roland; and after a careful inspection of 
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the horses, with much conference touching 
their future treatment, he lounged on till he 
came to the bam, standing a minute at the 
entrance to observe its inmate at his leisure. 

He was a slender, well-made man, dark in 
complexion, and with a head of hair cropped 
suspiciously short; a partial ablution and a 
change of clothes had improved his outward 
appearance, and he was reclining at his ease 
on the horse-cloth and straw laid down for his 
accommodation, the jug of ale at his lips, and 
Sam Bowles, and the small scullery-maid, who 
had waited upon him, standing by grinning 
intense applause of the observations he was 
making by way of toast. It was rather start- 
ling to all three when they suddenly became 
aware of the tall figure of the " young master;" 
and Sam and Kezzy, by a simultaneous impulse, 
vanished into the darkness among wheel- 
barrows and implements of husbandry, till an 
opportunity should offer of darting out unob- 
served. The man put down the jug, and made 
an effort to rise. 

" There, keep still," said Roland, as he 
advanced nearer ; " I do not want to disturb 
you. How is your leg ? I heard you had a 
kick;' 

**I did, sir, but it is not much; and the 
Doctor has patched it up. It is not the first 
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I have had, by many. When once yon are 
doynxj you know, sir, every hoof is at your 
service." 

" Haye they taken care of you?" 

" Excellent care, I am much obliged to you, 
sir* I was never kicked into such good 
quarters before," 

His language was so much above his posi- 
tion, Roland began to wonder where he could 
have seen him before. 

" Ought I to know you, my man ?" he said, 
presently. 

" It is not for me to say so, sir." 

" Were you ever at Dumingham school as 
a boy ?" 

" Well, sir, they have that to boast of, but I 
am not aware that any tablet has been put up 
to commemorate the fact." 

" I thought I had seen you before. Your 
name is Trail — Bob Trail, if I remember 
rightly." 

" I was known by that name, sir, formerly; 
I have sometimes slightly paraphrased it since, 
into the more attractive one of Trelawny. The 
rose, by either name, will smell as sweet." 

" Humph !" said Roland, " the less said of 
that, the better. Trail or Trelawny, it was you 
I licked once for torturing a rabbit you had 
snared. I would have let you off for poaching, 
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but not for teasing a thing to death. Do you 
remember that ?" 

" Tou gave me very strong reasons for re- 
membering it, sir. If all my little errors and 
weaknesses had been handled in the same way, 
I might have been now a sadder and a wiser 
man, as the poet says." 

" Oh ! you read the poets, do you ?" 

" I have tasted that thrilling cup, sir, among 
others. Better would it have been for me, 
perhaps, if I had been content with a peasant's 
knowledge, which, as far as I ever saw, just 
amounts to spelling over the newspapers. It 
was Claude Melnotte was the ruin of me, sir." 

" Claude who r 

" Melnotte, sir. You may not have heard 
of him, perhaps, nor seen him either. He was 
a peasant bom, you know, sir, and a genius, 
and a poet, and an artist, and a gentleman 
every inch of him that wasn't a gardener. 
And he had only to go into the army without 
a sixpence, to come home in two years a 
colonel, with a pocket-book stuffed with bank- 
notes, to pitch across the table at Pauline's 
fisither — ^ There is the sum twice told !' How 
I used to enjoy doing that, as if I had a dozen 
more locked up at home !" 

" What? You have been on the stage, have 
you ?" 
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" Yes, sir; and I will undertake to bet any 
gentleman the value of one of his own cigars, 
that on that stage there was no one could 
touch me in Claude Melnotte, for there was 
not one among the common herd who felt it 
as I did. I dreamed over the part till I made 
it my own." 

" But pray, Mr. Trail, if you were in a 
profession you liked so much, why did you 
leave it T 

" Rivals, sir, envy, the bad taste of the age, 
and the bankruptcy of the creature that called 
himself a manager, compelled me to retire; 
and though after that I tried several other 
genteel callings, I never met with the success I 
deserved; and came back at last to my old 
parish, as a wounded bird to its nest, if I may , 
use the term, without offence to the Board of 
Guardians." 

" With a great fancy for other birds, per- 
haps ?" 

" Sir, the immortal William himself was a 
victim of the game-laws, and we know the re- 
venge he took. Not that I have any literary 
designs against Mr. Percival; my regard for his 
nephew would dry the caustic in my pen, if I 
attempted it." 

" You know Mr. Cecil Percival, do you ? I 
-mW ask him about you to-morrow." 
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" Do, sir ; and he will tell you, if lie chro- 
nicles faithfully,^ that I am a man more sinned 
against than sinning." 

" Humph ! I doubt that. It strikes me that 
the thrilling cup you spoke of just now, was 
not the one you troubled most. When I re- 
member you as a lad, you were strong and 
sturdy, and took a good deal of persuading 
before you would own you were thrashed ; 
now I could knock you over with my finger. 
Pity, a fellow with brains like you, come of 
decent folks, should turn up, before he is thirty, 
such an object as you came to this door." 

" So it is, sir ; but you see (your health, sir !), 
if I had always a tap like this to run to, with- 
out having to pawn my coat, I might be as 
, decent as other people. Your ale, sir, is no 
poor creature; it is drink for the gods. Ah, 
sir, if anybody would but give me a chance, I 
might be a gentleman yet. I did think of en- 
listing once, but I could not see my way clear 
to being a rich colonel in two years, like 
Claude Melnotte, though, as the sergeant ob- 
served, no one could say I shouldn't." 

"And what do you suppose you are fit for 
now ?" 

" If you put it to my conscience, sir, I should 
say, the thing I was- exactly fit for at this mo- 
ment, was a pipe." 

VOL. I. 
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^^ You are an impudent rascal, that is what 
you are. There is a cigar for you/ 

'^ I thank you, sir, most sincerely." He 
opened the stable lantern, which had been 
brought by Sam, and lighted it with the 
greatest composure. " Decidedly, sir," after 
the first puff or two, " your tobacco is only to 
be equalled by your malt. And now, if I may 
do so without offence, I would ask your leave 
to make myself comfortable." 

Without further ceremony, he rolled himself 
up in the horse-cloth, and lay on his back, 
with the cigar in his mouth, gazing up at the 
rafters, as if he were rehearsing the part of a 
club dandy on the stage. ^ 

" I felt regularly dismissed," was Roland's 
comment, when he related the scene to his, 
brother, " and had nothing for it but to back 
out of the presence. I never saw such a com- 
pound of conceit and impudence. It was all I 
could do not to kick him out of the barn* He 
will not keep those clothes of yours a week ; 
they will all be gone for gin by Sunday." 

" That remains to be seen. When a man 
has done me a service, it will be his own fault 
if he does not try to do me another. We'll 
have your friend Percival to breakfast to- 
morrow, and ask his advice. Whether we 

' ft 

foUow it or not, will depend on circumstances. 



CLAUDE MELNOTTE. 195 

We have had a near shave, my boy — ^fright- 
fully near — and if one could do something to 
show — there, mind my hand; those pets of 
yoiu's cut me to the bone, out of spite for my 
bullying you." 

" You never did," cried Roland, forgetting 
all his mortification in a moment. " If I had 
not been out of temper, I should have sat by 
you, and helped you to hold them in. It was 
half my fault, and if only it had not fallen on 
her — ^you think she'll be all right soon, don't 

you ?" 

" If you do not wake her now by rushing 

up-stairs. Yes, I have just seen Mrs. Brude- 

ndll, and she is satisfied all is going on well. 

We will not begin on that subject now. Good 

• night, my boy !'^ 

tlis face was smiling as he closed his bed- 
room door on his brother, but the smile was 
gone before his hand left the lock. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

HOW DB. WARTOP WAS OBEYED. 

Mr. PERCiVATi demurred on receiving the 
invitation to breakfisist, brought by Roland^ 
with a note to the Vicar from his wife, into 
the vestry after the early service, which, since 
their friendship had grown warm, he had been 
persuaded to attend pretty regularly. 

" Your brother is very good, but I have very 
little time for visiting, and my breakfast is an 
affair of about ten minutes. I do not hold 
with the necessity, or the expediency, of people 
wasting the best part of the morning, indulging 
in luxuries that would feed their poor neigh- 
bours for a week." 

" I say, we won't go into the political eco- 
nomy question just now; we want your advice, 
and about a poor neighbour, too, a waif from 
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your own parish, and such a specimen as you 
may well be proud of — a fellow without a rag 
that a scarecrow would thank you for, quoting 
Shakspeare, and setting up for a Claude Mel- 
notte. Harcourt is bent on making something 
of him, and if you do not start us, we are safe 
to go off the course." 

" If you want my advice, that is another 
thing," replied Percival. *^ I remember the man 
you mention," he said, as they walked across 
the park, " if his name is Trail. He is a curious 
specimen of the kind of training our lads get 
from national schools and mechanics' institutes 
and penny literature, without Church guidance 
and discipline. He has picked up scraps enough 
to delude himself with the idea that he is a 
scholar, and has aped the gentleman as a 
stroller, till he thinks he is one in reality. 
Drink has been his bane, and but for that, I 
had hopes of him. He promised fairly when 
he was ill ; and ha^ the machinery of our 
parochial system been in better order, and I 
could have kept him employed under my own 
eye, he might have taken a start then; but I 
was hampered, as usual, and when he got well, 
I lost sight of him. We must not lose him 
agam. Shall I go and have a talk with him at 
once ?" 

" No; you must have breakfast firsts and be 
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introduced to my aunt and cousin. With such 
an eye for the beautiful as you have, you can- 
not but be charmed with a sight of Stella, if 
only by good luck she may have taken it into 
her head to come down in time." 

" The habit of late breakfasts is a very bad 
one," pronounced the curate, as they entered 
the grounds. « I have no faith in any resolu- 
tion that fails to wake you in the morning. 
Yield to self-indulgence then, and it is your 
master for the rest of the day." 

" Dear me," said a voice at a little distance, 
" that is a very alarming doctrine to me for 
one." And Stella, in a most becoming morn- 
ing costume, came forward to meet them with 
a smile. " How do you do, Mr, Percival ? 
It is so long since we met, I shall not be in the 
least offended if you do not remember me,. 
Koland, I am quite ashamed of you, that you 
have left me to gather my own bouquet, but 
to show my generosity, there is a flower for 
your button-hole. You might have been polite 
enough to ask if I should like to go to church 
too." 

She led the way into the breakfast-room, 
and rang for the urn with so completely the 
air of the gracious hostess, that it was difficult 
to look upon her as anything else. Roland 
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made some observation of the kind ; in return 
for which she shook a large spray of fern in 
his face, and told him he was a saucy boy, and 
if that was all the good his early church-going 
did him, she was sorry ; smiling gay defiance 
at Mr. Percival the while, whose grave abstrac- 
tion piqued her a little. 

She was looking remarkably well, untired, 
unshaken, by journey or accident, her toilette 
perfect, her spirits elated by the satisfaction 
with which she regarded everything in' and 
about Morlands, where she had not been a 
visitor for some time. The last alterations 
and improvements were entirely to her taste ; 
and the conviction that she was born to be 
mistress of all she surveyed, had stamped itself 
so vividly on h^ mind when she woke, that 
she was impatient to rise, and enjoy it to the 
utmost. It had been a slight check to her 
complacency overnight, that Harcourt should 
have been so full of Marion Egerton and her 
afl^irs ; but as this was accounted for by cir- 
cumstances, it gave her no real uneasiness. 
Certainly, there was no fault to be found with 
his morning greeting, when he came in, or his 
manner of conducting her to the head of the 
table, where she presided with equal grace and 
good humour. Mrs. Porchester was not yet 
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come down, and Mrs. Brudenell did not appear 
for some time, having waited to make her 
patient comfortable. 

" Thank you," she said, briskly, as inquiries 
were made, " she is doing as well as we could 
expect ; she had some sleep in the night, and I 
think there is less fever. Nice business it has 
been altogether, I must say. Tea, if you please, 
my dear, and strong enough to keep me awake 
till dinner, if convenient ; for at my time of 
life a night's rest is a consideration. We can- 
not all shake off our fatigues, and look as 
blooming after them as you do." 

Harcourt's smile from the bottom of the 
table brought a slight glow into his cousin's 
face ; but whether he were going to confirm the 
compliment in words, she was prevented ascer- 
taining by her mother's entrance, rather in a 
piteous state of self-condolence, 

"How do you do, Mrs. Brudenell? How 
is the poor dear girl this morning? Thank 
you, I have had no sleep — not a wink — for 
thinking of my fright. Did you ever hear of 
such a wonderful escape ?" 

" Well, it might have been worse, certainly ; 
and, as you say, or perhaps meant to say, we 
may be very thankful it was not. If Harcourt 
had not kept his presence of mind—: — " 

" Harcourt ? If I had not kept mine, you 
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mean. It is for my own firmness I have to be 
thankful, Mrs. Brudenell, and not for Har- 
court's. They were all trying to convince me 
that it was quite safe, and that I knew nothing 
about it (they always do; I am never sup- 
posed to have an opinion of my own on any 
subject whatever) ; but I was firm ; I can be 
when I see it is necessary, and I am thank- 
fiil I was, very thankful, for you see what 
happened." 

-Yes, that my husband and niece were in 
danger, instead of yourself Well, it is natural 
you should be glad, and gratitude is always a 
good thing, even in the wrong place. You 
had a successful tour on the whole, I hope." 

** Oh dear yes, charming ; was it not, Stella? 
most charming, only one gets so tired of 
moving about, and Jones grows so dissatisfied, 
I am always obliged to be making her presents 
of gowns and caps, to prevent her giving 
warning, and for all that, I could hardly ever 
get her for five minutes at a time. You may 
shake your head, Stella, but it is quite true ; 
you know you do require so much waiting 
upon ; and then there is all the packing besides. 
Oh yes; Switzerland is beautifiil, of course, 
and no one would think of saying otherwise. 
It must be, you know, as one goes so far to see 
it, and if one could only be still, I should 
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enjoy travelling exceedingly, quite as mucli as 
staying at home ; but railroads make me sleepy 
and stupid, and steam-boats turn me giddy, 
and as for going up mountains in a thing that 
looks like a hospital stretcher, at the mercy of 
a parcel of men who don't understand a word 
that is said to them, I did set my face against 
that^ and there was an end of it. I never 
could make out, from those who went, that 
there was any pleasure in it ; for directly they 
got to the top, they had to come down again, 
so what was the sense of going at all ? It is 
very well for you to laugh, Eoland ; but I do 
believe, sooner than not make themselves con- 
spicuous, young men would walk up the side 
of a house !" 

"Never mind Roland, Mrs. Porchester; we 
all know that nature has been prodigal to him 
in the length of his legs, to make up the d^- 
ciencies of his intellectual organs. Sensible 
people, like you and me, know the value of 
our bones ; smd I should have been entirely of 
your opinion, for I hate anything like a pred- 
pice, as much as I do a steamer. I think it 
was very good of you to go with the young 
people at all." 

" Oh, but really, it was all very delightful 
— very much so, indeed- Sweet place, Baden- 
Baden is, and very much we enjoyed it; at 
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least, we shoiild have enjoyed it very much, if 
it had not been for that sad business. Poor dear 
Mr. Saville — such a charming person as he 
was, and so very gentlemanly in all his arrange- 
ments — ^how he managed, I am sure I can't 
tell, for all the world knows he had run 
through everything of his own, and he never 
seemed to consider expense. I do believe it 
was an immense comfort to him to meet with 
us, and that will always be a happiness to 
think of, even if one made a sacrifice at the 
time, which one should always be ready to do, 
and as Stella said, it quite destroyed all the 
pleasure of the trip. You did say so, Stella, 
and very natural that you should; it woidd 
have been quite unfeeling if we had all been 
in uproarious spirits in such distressing circum- 
stances. I can assure you, Mrs. Brudenell, we 
all lost our hearts to your niece, and Stella in 
particular, and it is a great compliment to 
say so, for Stella hardly ever cares for girls 
at all" 

" We are the more beholden to her," said 
Mrs. Brudenell, smiling good humouredly at 
Miss Porchester, whose expressive shrug was 
sufficient comment on her mother's remarks. 
" I hope poor Marion will soon be in a con- 
dition to appreciate her kindness. I am afraid 
she must have been a great trouble to you alL" 
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"Oh no, not at all. Dear little thing, it 
was quite a pleasure to have her with us — 
quite a gleam of sunshine, so to speak, only 
she was too poorly and miserable to open her 
lips the greater part of the way home. Of 
course it is a serious thing to have the care of 
young women, and so you will find, for they 
always will have their own way, or you are 
allowed no peace." 

"Ah, there are methods of dealing with 
them, and with young men too, as Roland 
there can bear witness, if you set about it in 
the right way ; but it will be some time before 
this poor child will be able to do more than 
take everything verj quietly." 

" Certainly, and it seems to me, young people 
filways do take things quietly, at least, any- 
thing that they don't particularly care to do ; 
if they want to go anywhere, that is quite 
another matter, or if they expect anything to 
be done, and it is not ready to a minute. I 
am sure, the piece of work there was about 
those dreadful horses, because Stella would 
persist ^" 

" I cry you mercy, mamma ; you have held 
me up to public condemnation all breakfast- 
time, and here is Mr. Percival so shocked he 
hardly knows which way to look. Those 
horses are a forbidden topic, and will be — 
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until I find some charioteer who will take me 
behind them again." 

" That will not be here," said Harcourt. 

" So you say now; but we shall see." 

" See you may, but not drive those horses." 

"I wonder what bet you would take that 
Roland and I do not try them within the 
week?" 

"None whatever; it would be unfair to bet* 
pu an impossibiUty." 

" You dare us, then ?" said she, rising, with 
a gay gesture of wilfulness ; " it is your own 
fault, recollect, if, by contradiction, you make 
a sweet-tempered woman obstinate. When 
you have finished breakfast, my brave Ro- 
land, I want you in the garden." 

And she stepped out upon the terrace, 
giving a backward glance at the party she 
left, as a parting shaft from her quiver. Ro-* 
land was by her side directly. "You will 
have, a sun-stroke if you do not mind." 

"No, the sun knows me by this time; I 
never breathe so freely as in his beams. Look 
here, my Paladin ; I expect you to stand by 
me in this passage of arms with Harcourt, for 
I am not going to be beaten by him, or his 
horses either, and I cannot very well take the 
reins myself, in the presence of Bowles and all 
the stable-yard." 
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" I should rather think not ; you would be. 
glad to let go pretty soon if 3^u did. But 
really, Stella, the old boy does not like it, 
and if he begins to pull in earnest, I can 
tell you he is harder to hold than my poor 
gre}^s." , 

" The greater the necessity for his being im- 
mediately broken in. What carriage could 
•we have?" 

"There is the van — ^you won't like that. 
We shall get one over ior you from Boyce's, 
while he mends the other." 

" I do not care what the vehicle is, if it 
will carry me and my point. Now, be good, 
and I will reward you. Find me a rose, not 
too much blown, and I will take it up to 
Marion Egerton, when her aunt is out of the 
way, and tell her it is from you." 

"You are the kindest and best of crea- 
tures," he cried, gratefully; "no sister could 
be kinder. I only wish ^" 

" Why do you stop ? A wish is nothing if 
not expressed." 

" I stopped for fear of giving offence, for in 
speaking of you as a sister, I was going to say, 
I wished you were." 

" Why should that give me offence ? I feel 
rather disposed to consider it a compliment." 

" It is the highest I can pay ; and I do not 
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think I sboiild have paid it a few months 
ago." 

"Yon are honest, I must say, and I have 
a right to a^ why your opinion has Ranged?" 

" Because I think now you two would be 
happy together, and I love so dearly myself, I 
wish to see the old boy in love too." 

" Meaning that he is not so yet, of course. 
I quite agree with you there, if I cannot ex- 
actly follow your wish. He cares more for 
himself than for any one else, does our excel- 
lent host, and quite right too. By the way, 
your clerical friend is not very sociable. I 
wasted more civility upon him this morning 
than I ever did in my life. Is he shy, or stupid, 
or poetical, or all three ?" 

** Neither; he is rather too much of an 
ascetic, that is all, and 'grudges himself every- 
thing like pleasure. If he paid you no atten- 
tion, it is only the way he ar^ hLself against 
you ladies j rather prides himself on it, I fancy, 
for I have heard him say the young clergy 
ought to be too absorbed in their work for 
love or marriage." 

" Indeed !" said SteUa, drily. 

They walked in silence a little while after 
this, imtil, on passing the library window, she 
stopped with a smile, and made her companion 
listen to the conversation going on within. 
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Harcourt had taken his guest there, and they 
had evidently fallen upon some knotty point 
of difference, for they were flinging replies as 
thick as hail. 

" I tell you what, Percival, you must come 
back and dine with us, and we will go into 
the subject thoroughly, which we have not 
time for now. Here are my authorities, close 
at hand, and stubborn printed facts are tire- 
some things to encounter, when you have only 
shadows to bring against them.'^ 

" Shadows? The very bone and marrow of 
a strength that can remove mountains lie in 
what you term shadows. There is more light 
in their shade than in the full blaze of your 
self-kindled farthing rushlights." 

" I never heard of a farthing rushlight that 
kindled of itself. It might be convenient 
where lucifer-matches are scarce, and St. 
Finian's finger ends not forthcoming, in whose 
phosphorescent qualities you, of course, impli- 
citly believe." , 

" I believe there is a great deal of fossilised 
truth in such legends, and therefore do not 
scoff at them." 

"So do I believe that there is very good 
eating on a walnut-tree, but I prefer cracking 
the shells before I swallow the fruit." 

" You would destroy the shell before the 
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fruit is ripe, and flatter yourself it would ripen 
the quicker." 

" Not at all. I would destroy nothing that 
is useful — only when it has served its turn, and 
is done with, as I submit is the case with the 
shell of a peeled walnut." 

" Like your old labourers, whom you hand 
over to the Union when they are past work." 

" I pay pretty highly for their keep there, 
so it would be hard if I might not reap some 
of the advantage." 

" Yes ; whatever you can pay for, you think 
you may do. It never occurs to you whiat an 
engine money is to those who know how to 
use it. If I had but your opportunities and 
power 1" 

"You would find them much more trou- 
blesome than chanting and sermon writing. 
What would you do here were you caliph for 
a day ? Open a general asylum for everybody, 
like the man in Mrs. Browning's poetical 
novel— or a La Garaye hospital of domestic 
medicine — or a retreat for the mental solace of 
all those unfortunate persons who- cannot live 
upon terms with their neighbours or them- 
selves?" 

" You might do worse than either of those." 

" Of course you might, and no doubt you 

VOL. I. p 



210 THE BBOTHEBS. 

would ; it was only my delicate way of patting 
it. It would come much to the same in the 
end." 

" There I differ from you entirely. It does 
not come to the same whether property be 
devoted to selfish purposes, or to the good of 
others." 

^^ What do you include among the selfish 
purposes? Living in your own house, riding 
your own horses, keeping garden and park in 
good order, receiving one's friends, and so 
forth?" 

" Yes, so far as it is done for your own gra- 
tification." 

^^ That saving clause is a great comfort, for 
I often find it an immense deal of trouble. 
But how about the great question of the em- 
ployment of the working classes ? Who will 
give my servants and gardeners and helpers 
an equivalent for the incomes they draw out 
of me, if I turn Morlands into an asylum — ^for 
idiots, we will say — nothing personal being in- 
tended?" 

" I must put a stop to this," said Stella, " or 
they will be at daggers drawn in another 
minute. Pray, cousin Harcourt," as she looked 
in at the window, " was that last sarcasm aimed 
at your visitors?" 

" Upon my word," said Harcourt, advancing 
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to throw up the window, **it is rather hard 
that one may never have a minute to oneself 
for improving conversation. Is there anything 
you want, my dear lady, that your servant can 
get or do for you ?" 

"Yes, a great deal. I want to see your 
fiu*-famed stables, and to thank that poor man 
who helped to hold the horses yesterday. I 
suppose we may consider his case one in which 
differing opinions must agree." 

"Perhaps not; but come and see him, by 
all means, if you like. I very much doubt if 
he is ready to see you. I asked after him at 
nine o'clock this morning, and was told he was 
still fast asleep." 

" A cool hand," said Koland, " and in my 
opinion a lazy one. The greatest kindness 
you could do him would be to give him a 
good stiff job, and take care he did it. I 
would not trust him farther than I could see 
him, nor, indeed, half so far." 

The visit to the stables was rather a length- 
ened one. Percival was fond of horses, and in 
the pleasure of handling and criticising them, 
forgot everything else ; and Stella amused her- 
self by feeding them all round, except the 
young greys, whom she was. not allowed to 
approach. While the brothers and their ad- 
herents were holding serious conclave about 

p2 



212 THE BROTHERS. 

these last, she found herself standing apart with 
the curate, and a few trivial remarks led to 
more conversation than had been attained at 
breakfast. Miss Porchester spoke of a visit 
she had paid his uncle just after her first en- 
trance into society, and Cecil being drawn on 
to talk of his ancestral home and parish, soon 
found himself dwelling on the topics next to 
his heart, the hopes with which he had begun, 
the disappointments with which he had closed 
his pastoral career at Dumingham, — charmed 
by the softened interest expressed by word and 
look, and yielding unawares to a fascination in 
which he had never believed. He was quite 
sorry when the others came back to them, 
looking as if they had had a difference of 
opinion, as Boland was flushed, and Harcourt's 
brow was knit, while coachman and groom 
wore the perplexed aspect of politicians who 
do not see clearly with whom it would be 
safest to side. Eoland had been, practically, 
so completely master in that department, it put 
all reasonable calculation into confusion when 
the real authority began to interfere. 

" What is it, Eoland ?" said Stella, touching 
his arm ; '^ you look as unamiable as it is pos* 
sible for you to look — and that is paying you 
no small compliment." 
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" A very doubtful one. No wonder what I 
look, when he talks of selling the greys." 

"He may talk," said she, smiling, "but we 
shall see. He always declared I should not 
have them to meet me, but they came." 

" Yes, and we see the consequences." 

" Come, you need not be sulky about that 
adventure, when it has brought Marion to be 
your guest for an indefinite period. 1 folly 
expected your gratitude would be overpower- 
ing. 

" I cannot be grateful that she is ill, and in 
pain." 

' " Then be thankful she is no worse. Depend 
upon it, we have not seen the end of that ad- 
venture yet. Where is your waif that you 
were going to show me ?" 

"Here he comes, lazy hound, looking only 
half awake. I never saw a fellow I had a 
stronger desire to kick." 

Trail's manner was different this morning 
from what it had been overnight. He made 
a Claude Melnotte salutation to the whole 
party, and stood waiting to be questioned, with 
the dignity which he was fond of ascribing to 
*' Nature's gentlemen." Harcourt asked if he 
had been taken care of. Yes, he thanked 
him ; he had received every attention he could 
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desire ; he hoped he might take the liberty of 
asking if the young lady was better — ^his own 
hurt had not kept him awake, and would not 
hinder him long, he hoped, from forking. At 
that word, Percival nodded approvingly ; Har- 
court eyed the speaker from head to foot, and 
asked him what he could do. 
* " I have done many things, sir, in my time, 
which it would be unnecessary to relate at 
present ; but if you ask me the employment I 
prefer, it is painting." 

"Painting? and glazing, too? All right, 
we will find you a job in the village." 

" I beg your pardon, sir ; you mistake me ; 
I did not refer to the mechanical, but to the 
artistic brush — painting from nature, portraits 
of animals, sir, horses in particular, in the style 
of Sir Edwin and other great masters." 

" Oh, indeed I An artist, are you ? Here, 
Sam, bring me a burnt stick, and look sharp 
about it." Sam flew to obey, curiosity lending 
wings to duty. "Now, Mr. Trail, there is a 
dean surface of whitewash for you, and for a 
subject, bring out the old pony, Sam." 

The pony, too old for anything but the 
lightest of menial work to keep him in health, 
was set before his master. "There, my fine 
fellow, sketch him off on that wall, and then 
we shall see. what you are fit for." 
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Trail stepped forward^ noways discomposed ; 
placed his subject, not without sundry snaps 
of resentment, in several different positions 
before he w«l satisfied ; and having informed 
Sam that he should want " no end of sticks," 
set to work on the wall as desired, producing 
an outline tolerablv executed, and if not ex- 
actly like the original, yet sufficiently distinct 
as a quadruped to create not a little admira- 
tion in the stable-yard. Those who had not 
deigned to notice the vagrant overnight, began 
to look on him with a certain amount of won- 
der and respect. 

"Ah," said Harcourt, as the artist turned 
for his criticism, « very much in Sii Edwin's 
style, as you say. But how are we to get 
you colours and brushes ? We do not keep 
those things here. Have you any of your 
own ?" 

"I had, sir, and I painted a favourite 
donkey f5r mine host of the Chequers, Dum- 
ingham, last week, but he was mean enough 
to detain my tools afterwards for a paltry debt. 
I could redeem them if I had the means." 

" Will a sovereign do it ?" 

" I have no doubt it would, sir, and leave a 
surplus." 

"Then there is one for you. Fetch your 
tools, as you call them, and do not stop to 
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drink the surplus out there. I have a notion 
our tap is better than the Chequers'.*' 

"It is, 1 am bound in honour to testify. 
Can I have the pleasure of doing an3rthing for 
Mr. Percival at Dumingham?" 

" Nothing, Trail," said the young clergyman, 
rather sternly. " The only thing I asked you 
to do for me there, you left undone, after all 
your promises. I must see proof of amend- 
ment before I trust you further." 

He turned away as he spoke, vexation so 
strongly marked on his features, that Miss For- 
Chester could not help remarking, "You do 
not seem quite pleased by this revelation of 
talent." 

" How can I be ? Here is a man, whose 
ruin has been desultory habits and self-in- 
dulgence; and the only chance of reforming 
him would have been a course of steady, quiet 
labour, under careful teaching; to set him in a 
stable-yard, daubing canvas and drinking beer, 
is just to confirm him in his most dangerous 
notions." 

"I doubt his coming back at aU," said 
Roland, "and I shall think we are let off 
cheaply with a sovereign. Here comes the 
Doctor's carriage ; Harcourt, if he is very mad 
that Sir Edwin has hopped off without leave, 
mind I am innocent this time. I can't face 
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him agaio, so I shall go after Stella's lost 
box." 

Doctor Wartop was in better humour, how- 
ever, this morning ; and after visiting his pa- 
tients, came into the drawing-room to shake 
hands with the ladies, and report as much as 
he chose of Miss Egerton's progress. Mrs. 
Brudenell had been waiting for his visit, before 
going home to see after her household, and 
Stella volunteered to be nurse during her ab- 
sence. 

" I only desire," said the Doctor, as he drew 
on his gloves, " that you leave strict orders, 
Mrs. Brudenell— orders that no one will dare 
to infringe— against unauthorised practitioners. 
No interference with my treatment, if you 
please. There is a dangerous person not a 
hundred miles from this table" — he threw a 
side-glance at Percival, who was turning over 
Stella's photographs—" a very dangerous per- 
son, who is a great deal too fond of meddling 
with patients that do not belong to him. He 
has two grand ideas on the subject of health ; 
one, that however ill you may be, and however 
bad the weather, whenever it pleases him to 
ring the bells, you are to go to church; and 
the other, that whatever your complaint, you 
are to be allowed as much wine, and fruit 
(generally unripe) as he can carry in his 
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pockets. The battles I have had to fight on 
those two points, would fill a volume. So, 
Miss Porchester, in Mrs. Brudenell's absence, 
I hold you responsible; no surreptitious con- 
veying of forbidden things into Miss Egerton*s 
room, if you please." 

" Never fear, Dr. Wartop," said she, playing 
with the rose Roland had gathered ; " whatever 
I give her will be perfectly wholesome, and 
what I am sure you would approve." 

" Yes, yes, all very well, but when she be- 
gins to get about a little, as I hope she will 
soon, I must have her protected. Do you hear, 
Perci val ? I will not have my patient*s con- 
science coerced at the risk of her life. One or 
the other of us may attend, but not both." 

" What have you to do with conscience, 
Doctor ?" asked Cecil, with a curl of his lip. 
" I should have imagined that was out of your 
province." 

" So it is, when it keeps to its own; but if 
it invades my territory, I must take it in hand. 
I have no doubt I could preach to your charges 
as well as you can prescribe for mine." 

" Preach ? Ay, but whose doctrine ? I 
never met with one of your profession yet who 
understood the being with whom he had to do. 
Man is born to suffer, and endure, and deny 
himself, and live hardly; and you surround 
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him from his cradle with precautions and 
luxuries ; he is to be kept warm, and lie soft, 
and feed on the best ; and duty is to give place 
to health, and self-denial is not to interfere 
with comfort ; and if it be absolutely necessary, 
for gain, or advantage, that he should sacrifice 
himself to his hire, one thing he may always 
safely give up to your ban — and that is God's 
public worship. The woman may break her 
back at her wash-tub, or crawl to her market- 
ing, when her knees knock together with 
weakness — ^you will say it is necessary, and 
cannot be helped ; but if the poor soul drags 
her tired body through the rain to the house of 
prayer, to join in the service that is to give her 
new strength, you tell her, as you did poor 
Jessy Bell, that if she chooses to kill herself 
by inches, you will not attend her any more." 

" Well, if I did, I have had to break my 
word, for she is laid up with a worse cough 
than ever. Tou would make my fortune, if the 
patients could only pay. But wait till you call 
me in yourself, and then see if I do not clear 
off old scores." 

" I do not return the injunction, Doctor. It 
will be dangerous for you to wait till you have 
to send for me : yet stronger and bolder men 
have done so before now." 

" Ah, yes, there is no saying to what shifts 
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one may be driven, certainly," said the Doctor; 
" and it is well to be prepared for the worst." 
And away he went, before the enemy could 
bring his guns to bear again for another shot. 
Mrs. Brudenell exchanged a few words with 
him in the hall, and then came to tell Percival 
she must go home for an hour or so, and would 
be obliged to him to look in at the school, and 
pay one or two visits for her that morning. He 
promised, and meant to keep his promise, and 
Stella meant to go up to Marion's room directly, 
but the Doctor's sarcasms led to a conversation 
which interested both, and they neglected to 
notice how time was passing. It might be 
that there was something enticing to Miss Por- 
chester in the enthusiasm that spoke out so 
boldly on subjects which are generally kept 
back, as well as in the satisfaction of seeing his 
unpromising silence exchanged for eager appeals 
to her judgment and sympathy; but she found 
herself led on to say more than she originally 
intended, and without being knowingly untrue, 
to express more than she had ever actually felt. 
She really did feel it while she was speaking, 
and having committed herself by speech, re- 
solved to show she was in earnest; so that 
before he left her, to fulfil his neglected duties, 
she had engaged herself to begin attendance on 
the early service, and was promised books and 
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chants enough to be almost alarming. She 
laughed inwardly, as she went up-stairs, at her 
own sudden conversion, as she called it, and 
yet she felt under a kind of spell, through 
whose medium life looked different, and might 
be, a great deal happier. After all, if what he 
said were true, there was something grand in 
his views ; it was a noble way of looking at 
things, and she could remember early days, 
when she had had dreams like his, over Sun- 
day allegories, and Scripture prints ; but that 
was very long ago, and they were childish, 
after all. You could not go on all your life 
believing in white robes, and shadows in a 
garden. How earnest he was, and how amusing 
to find he could forget his appointments, and 
the work he thought so much of, in the plea- 
sure of her society ! She hoped, she felt pretty 
sure too, that they should see him often; he 
had as good as promised to come again soon, 
and there was a smile on her lips as she thought 
how they had shaken hands in a hurry at the 
last, and what a pressure he had given hers. 
The smile was stiU there when she opened 
the invalid's door, and ghded to her bedside. 
Marion lifted her heavy eyelids, and smiled in 
return — ^the first gleam of her former self that 
had been seen since that terrible night at 
Baden. She put out her hand to meet Stella's, 
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and they remained looking at each other in 
silence for some minutes. 

" You are better," said Miss Porchester, 
presently, " and it is time you were, or I should 
have been afraid to ask you to forgive me." 
She drew a chair by the bed, and sat down, 
stiU caressing Marion's feverish hand. 

^^ It was my fault that we had those horses, 
and I suppose Harcourt could not bear that 
anybody should drive one but himself. He 
spoils one, rather, you know." 

" You were thinkiog of him as you came in," 
whispered Marion, for she could not talk with- 
out an effort; " I saw it by your smile." 

" Did you, indeed ? Does no one ever smile 
without thinking of somebody else ?" 

" When they look so happy, they must be 
thinking of some one they love." 

" I will not argue the point, my dear; but 
since you are so knowing, can you guess who 
gathered this rose for you ?" 

" How sweet and fresh it looks. No; I can 
only tell you he did not^ 

"Why?" 

" You would not part with it if he had." 

" Do you know, my dear, I am rather afraid 
of you ; that knock on the head has made you 
supematurally wise. You have quite a weird 
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look as you lie there, that dismays me. Did 
you sleep last night ?" 

" Part of the time, when the pain would let 
me." 

" You have had a narrow escape." 

" I suppose I have ; the Doctor said it was 
more the shock than the blow that stunned me 
so long, for that in reality I was not much 
hurt." Her eyes had begun to glow with the 
exertion of speaking, in a manner that would 
have warned an experienced nurse to leave her 
quiet; but Stella knew nothing of nursing, 
except in theory, and thought a little cheerful 
conversation that amused the visitor, was al- 
ways a good remedy for the sick. , 

" You do not ask who gathered your rose ; 
I conclude you know without asking. I pro- 
mised to give it you when your aunt was not 
by — ^first, because a little secresy enhances 
every pleasure, by giving it the appearance of 
being forbidden ; and secondly, because Mrs. 
Brudenell snubs him whenever he talks of his 
love for you. There, I do not want you to 
answer me," for the colour had rushed up to 
Marion's temples, " and it is very audacious of 
him to speak of it at all — mais^ que vovkz-vous ? 
with a great boy who has been spoiled and 
humoured all his life, and cannot understand 
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why everything should not be as he wishes all 
in a minute. They are both good fellows, dif- 
ferent as they are in their ways. Everybody 
will tell you that." 

" I am sure of it," said Marion; " they have 
been very good to me." 

'' You are a good little thmg yourself, and 
no one could help caring for you. I wish your 
hand was not so hot ; you must have had a 
wretched night, I am afraid." 

" It seemed a long one, very loi^. I do not 
know what o'clock it was when I went to sleep, 
but I had a strange dream, and X cannot forget 
it. The first part was mixed up with all sorts 
of confused nonsense, but at last, I thought I 
was lying here, I did not know why, and there 
was a strange noise outside, like the roaring of 
the sea, or of people's voices, and they were call- 
ing me to escape directly, for my life — ^but I 
could not move, and I could not call out for 
help ; and then I thought your cousin, Mr. Cla- 
rendon, came and lifted me in his arms, and 
carried me out, I did not know where, but 
I found we were on a slippery plank, and 
the roaring of water below us, and there 
seemed to be a crowd of boats full of people 
watching us, and I saw his face — ^your cousin 
Eoland's — ^looking up angrily, and very pale. I 
felt Mr. Clarendon stagger on the plank, and 
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begged him to put me down and save himself, 
and he said, ' No, both or neither.' And he 
made a spring forwards, and I woke with a 
scream, I think, for my aunt came to me 
directly, and asked what was the matter." 

'^ Well she might, and no wonder you were 
shaken by such a dream. After all that was 
talked and planned, your first acquaintance 
with Morlands has been made under unkindly 
auspices. But you must not be low-spirited, 
or allow yourself to dwell upon gloomy things ; 
you will soon be better, and then we will all en- 
joy ourselves together. I dare say we shall stay 
some time, now we are here, and I have a 
fancy for learning country ways and parochial 
duties. Your uncle's curate is an old ac- 
quaintance, and he has been lecturing me this 
morning till I feel as if I had wasted half my 
life. I dare say I have." 

" I know that feeling," whispered Marion. 

" And so, no doubt, you lie here thinking 
about it, and fretting that you cannot get up 
and be doing great things directly." 

" No, it did not occur to me to fret, when it 
is not my own fault, and I know I am in Eng- 
, land. I used, at one time, to dream of that^ 
and when I awoke I could have fretted, only 
I knew it was of no use, and wrong into the 
bargain." 

VOL. I. Q 
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. " I rather fancy, in your place, that would 
have made me fret all the more. Ah, you da 
not know what a wicked set of people we are in 
England ; we are not quite what the little story- 
books make us out to be ; we are not at all 
devoted to going to church, and visiting old 
women, as a rule ; and however we may 
plume ourselves on knowing so much more of 
what is right than our neighbours, we never 
practise it, if it interferes with our inclinations. 
Mr. Percival may well storm about the laxity 
of our obedience to Church rules and dis- 
cipline. He has half made a convert of me, 
and quite of Roland; but Harcourt, as you 
know, plays fast and loose with such things, 
and talks, at times, as if he believed in 
nothing." 

It was new to hear Miss Porchester speak 
on such a topic ; but the dearer it was to 
Marion's heart, the less she could talk about it 
then. Her eyes alone expressed interest and 
sympathy, and Stella, unaware how much, 
mischief she might be doing, relieved her own 
feelings from the tumult into which Cecil had 
stirred them, by talking on as if thinking aloud 
— ^telling of childish aspirations, faults, begin- 
nings, and failures — of illusions dispelled by 
contact with indifference, and the gradual 
hardening that goes* on under habitual self- 
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pleasing, — as freely as if she had been de- 
scribing some oniB else. Not that a descriptic«i 
of any one else would have been half a» 
graphic, for there is a strange witchery in 
speaking of ourselves, that makes even faults 
and failures interesting to recall, especially 
when we feel assured that the more we con^ 
fess and lament, the higher our listener es- 
teems us. 

All this time Mrs. Brudenell had not re- 
turned ; and when Stella went down at last to 
limcheon, she found a note explaining that she 
was detained by the danger of a poor child 
who was badly burnt, and might not be back 
for some hours ; she relied on Stella's taking 
care of Marion, according to Dr. Wartop's 
orders, and she would return the instant she 
could. There were several other sick people 
who depended on her visits and supplies, and 
as the Vicar was going to London the next 
day, he had been obliged to drive pver and 
secure Mr. Graham's assistance for Sunday. 
The charge thus left on Miss Porchester's 
shoulders rather pleased her than otherwise, as 
she flattered herself she had already done a 
good morning's work in rousing and cheering 
her patient, whose eyes, as she said, looked 
ten times the brighter for her visit. She fully 
meant to go back and sta/ with her all day, to 

q2 
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ensure her being properly attended to; but 
being detained by visitors, did not find herself 
at liberty till nearly four o'clock. Suspecting 
Marion would be asleep, she moved as lightly 
as she could, opening the door without a 
sound, and stepping with velvet foot to her 
patient's bedside. Marion's eyes were closed, 
and the flush of the morning had passed away, 
leavijig her very pale, but so quiet, her nurse 
would have supposed she was really sleeping, 
but for the faint pressure the small fingers gave 
to hers, as she sat down by the bed. The door 
of the adjoining dressing-room had been left 
ajar, to admit the air from its window, and after 
she had been watching about half an hour, 
Miss Porchester heard two silken gowns go 
rustling in, tea being just over in the house- 
keeper's room. Presently two voices began to 
whisper, and from whispering to talking in 
an under tone, but as Marion still held her hand, 
and seeiped to have fallen into a doze, she 
could not rise to warn them or close the door. 
" Wejl, now, you do surprise me, Mrs. 
Jones, to be sure," murmured the sedate accents 
of Mrs. Peters, the housekeeper, " for if ever 
two young people seemed bom, as one may 
say, to understand each other, I should have 
said it was them two." 
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" Yes, they may understand each other — ^I 
don't say they don't," returned Mrs. Jones, 
whose voice nature had gifted with a vixenish 
snappishness, aggravated by any ruffling of 
temper into a snarl, and to whom that day had 
brought sundry aggravations that by no means 
lessened those of the journey. " I don't say 
they don't," she repeated, with colloquial dis- 
regard of euphony, " but it is not everybody 
that gains by being understood too well, and 
he has seen enough of her temper to think twice 
before making a bargain. I'm sure, if I had 
known what she was, I'd never have gone 
abroad with them, not if her ma had gone 
down on her bended knees, as she has next to 
done, scores and scores of times, to beg me to 
stop. But as to being mistress here, Mrs. 
Peters, she's no more likely to be that, to my 
certain knowledge, than you or I." 

" You don't say so. Dear me, I should say 
that would be a great disappointment." 

" I hope it will, with all my heart. But 
you'll have a mistress, for all that, and a nice 
young lady she is, though not with the style of 
the other, to be sure, and what could you ex- 
pect when she has no maid of her own, and 
as Mr. Auguste told me, never had any one 
even to brush her hair ?" 
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Here the voices dropped for a time, but soon 
swelled as the discussion grew warmer. 

" I tell you, Mr. Auguste told me himself ; a 
very civil-spoken person, as those foreigners 
are, you know ; it isn't every day they have a 
real Englishwoman to speak to, and they think 
a deal of it. Why, he asked me more ques- 
tions about our ways, and salaries, and what 
one made and saved, and one's little perqui- 
sites, and such-like, than any other gentleman: 
I ever met. He seemed quite struck when I 
told him I had forty pound put by, as, between 
ourselves, I have. Poor man, he was quite 
low at our going away, and when people are 
low, they talk, you know, and that is how he 
came to tell me this. But mind now, you tell 
nobody for your life, or I don't know what 
would become of us." 

Mrs. Peters promised to be as silent as the 
grave. Stella could not have moved now, 
had she thought of so doing, 

" Well, then — ^you're sure Miss Egerton is 
asleep ? — ^Auguste he told me that he heard 
with his own ears his master talking about it 
to Mr. Clarendon the night he died, when they 
was alone together " 

" Them three," suggested Mrs. Peters. 

" No, they two, of course. Mr. Saville sent 

all away but your master, and Auguste went 

into the next room, wVvexe \)cvet^?*>N^^ ib.^«xSlv 
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tion that didn't reach the ceiKng, and he 
couldn't help hearing, you know. It was not 
his fault they spoke loud." 

" Of course not." 

" And he is not quite so bright in his English 
as he thinks he is, but he understood this much, 
anyhow — that your master said ■' 

" Will you give me some water ?" inter- 
rupted Marion's weak voice. Stella started to 
her feet, the first thought darting through her 
brain being the question, " Had she been 
listening too ? " But this was no moment for 
inquiry ; the state of her patient demanded in- 
stant attention, as the conviction soon forced 
itself on her understanding that what she had 
mistaken for quiet sleep had really been ex- 
haustion. With a pang of remorse, she recalled 
Mrs. Brudenell's orders, and remembered how 
little they had been obeyed ; and alarmed by 
Miss Egerton's faintness and languor, she was 
obliged to call in Mrs. Peters. Some little 
time was spent in mutual explanation about 
what each had supposed the other to have 
done; but between them, they so far revived 
the invalid that she had in some degree re- 
covered breath and complexion by the time 
Mrs. Brudenell returned, too spent herself 
with her fatiguing day to be quite as quick- 
sighted as usual. Stella, therefore, only re- 
ceived thante and prsuse, au^L TXi^'^^^i^x ^^*3»5fc 
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as soon as she could, without a word or look 
having parsed between her and Marion, to 
solve the doubt as to what she had over- 
heard. 

How Miss Porchester passed the next hour, 
as it was in solitude, we have no means of know- 
ing; but a short time before the post hour, she 
went down into the drawing-room, and meet- 
ing Harcourt, gaily claimed his acknowledg- 
ments, as head-nurse of his Chateau de la 
Garaye. She only hoped his experiment in 
the stable-yard nodght prove as eminently suc- 
cessful as hers on the first floor; always pro- 
vided his wandering artist had returned, which 
seemed doubtful. Returned? to be sure he 
was, and busily at work, according to his notion 
of being busy — half his time being spent in 
standing with his hands behind him, staring at 
what he had done, and smoking cigars. " He 
asked for some," Harcourt continued, " as 
Claude Melnotte might have asked of Beau- 
s^ant, and I could only offer him my case, and 
request he would help himself. To do him 
justice, he knows a good weed fi:om a bad one. 
I am sorry to tell you, Stella, by-the-bye, that 
Roland can hear nothing of your missing box ; 
he spitefully conjectures it has been left behind 
at Baden." 

" Very likely,'' said she, with a slight 
start; " then I shall write a \m% ^x^qX\^ \.^ 
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Geirase Wray, and beg him to see about it. 
Have you any message ? " as she sat down at 
the writing-table, and opened the portfolio. 

•' None, thank you, unless you like to remind 
him of my parting warning." 

" I must know first what it was." 

" Simply, that if he fell in with Lepelletier, 
and got into any mess at the tables, I would 
not help him out." 

" Charming ; as if a threat of that kind ever 
stopped anybody yet. I will remind him by 
all means. Be so good as to find me a 
stamp." 

When Harcourt returned with the article 
required, the letter was closed and directed. 
One paragraph ran as follows : 

" I have just discovered that Mr. S.'s valet, 
Auguste, told some foolish story to Jones 
about his master's last words to H. C, which 
Jones, of course, retails with exaggerations. I 
should not take the trouble to notice such 
gossip, if I were not afraid of mischief being 
made, by using people's names, and spreading 
reports. Find the man; and get the truth from 
him — ^you will best know how, and on what 
terms. H. has just told me of his ' warning ' 
to you*. Of course it is unnecessary ; and of 
course you feel pretty safe, while you have 
friends at home to take your part 1 " 
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CHAPTER IX. 

STELLA CARRIES HER POINT. 

From whatever cause — ^the Doctor and nurses 
were divided in opinion thereon, and fought 
stoutly for their respective theories — Marion 
Egerton's recovery was much slower than had 
been at first anticipated. It was nearly a fort- 
night before she left her bed, and three weeks 
before she could be brought down stairs. Un- 
accustomed to illness, and still more to being 
the first object of attention, it was all strange 
and new to her, and made her realise how en- 
tirely her life had changed its tone. It seemed 
very long now since that night at Baden- 
Baden; and the period before it had faded 
into a dim obscure, that gave her the sensation 
of having suddenly grown old. 

It was a fortunate illness for her, however, 
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for the weakness and languor dulled the mental 
pam, and she could think of Mr. Saville with 
a softened regret, in which his faults were, if 
not forgotten, at least tenderly veiled. And 
one ever present source of comfort she had 
now, in the love she had awakened in the 
bosom of her aunt. Mrs. Brudenell would not 
have believed, had she been told, how her 
husband's niece would usurp dominion in her 
heart, filling up that void which nothing else 
had filled, since those two little graves were 
dug in the chxirchyard, many years ago. Sus- 
pecting that there had been some neglect that 
first day, she devoted herself to the sick-room 
afterwards, allowing her parochial duties to be 
performed by deputy ; and never, in Marion's 
recollection, had she been so lovingly tended, 
so watqhed, caressed, and served. Quick and 
short as her aunt's manner and speech might 
be to others, it was always gentle in the 
invaUd's room; her patience never wearied, 
her resources never failed, in devising methods 
for giving ease or refreshment to her newly- 
found treasure ; and what all this was to the 
orphan's heart may readily be imagined. It 
was more like a dream than a reality to have 
found a second mother in her strange native 
land ; and she gave herself up to the joy of the 
new afiection, with all the confidence of a 
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loving and truthful nature. She found herself 
talking to her, more freely than she had ever 
believed possible, of her past troubles and 
sorrows, and Mrs. Brudenell, whatever she 
thought, was too tender of her darling's feel- 
ings for the dead to say a word of Mr. Saville 
that could give her pain — still less of the 
mother, who in Marion's estimation could do 
no wrong. She touched as lightly as truth 
would permit on all that was painful in their 
history, dwelling only on what Marion loved 
to hear, the excellences of the father, and at- 
tractions of the home, now become a vision, in 
%vhich she had seen Helen so beloved — ^in 
which she was thought to be so happy. She 
did not tell her that Helen's brother was all 
this while detained in London by the state of 
her child's affairs ; " business " was a sufficient 
reason, and Marion asked no questions. 

Another subject was left untouched upon, 
though it was often on Mrs. Brudenell's lips. 
Roland had behaved with tolerable patience 
during this interval, and was very discreet 
when any one was by ; but he watched for op- 
portunities of catching his old friend alone, to 
give vent to his longings for a sight of Marion, 
and his ardent desire to be doing something 
for her comfort or relief. And however good 
humouredly she might laugh, or however con- 
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scientiously she might scold, she was too fond 
of him not to feel a great deal of sympathy for 
his romantic attachment, and was often on the 
verge of naming it to her niece. But Marion 
was shy on this point, and gave her no open- 
ing; and prudence carried the day. It would 
be quite time enough when she was strong 
and well, and she was resolved the confidence 
should begin on the young lady's side. 

"We shall soon go back to the Vicarage 
now, my dear," she said, the day that Marion 
was allowed to go down stairs, when she had 
arranged her comfortably on the sofa in the 
small morning-room, where she would be safe 
from casual visitors, " and really I am ashamed 
of having encroached so long on the hospi- 
tality of these boys. They would have had 
the house full of gay visitors for Stella, but for 
disturbing you. Indeed, I begged them to 
have their friends and give their parties, as it 
was, and promised you should know nothing 
about it, but they were as obstinate as mules. 
They must invite people for the 1st of Sep- 
tember, I suppose, and we might contrive to 
get you home by that day." 

Marion assented, but not with much alacrity. 
Her eyes were drinking in the quiet beauty of 
the view from the window ; the lawn and 
flower-beds still retaining some of their summer 
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colouring — ^the woods beyond, untouched as 
yet by autumn change — looked so fair and at- 
tractive after her sick chamber, that she did 
not feel, at the moment, in a hurry to depart. 
Eoland might well, she thought, speak fondly 
of his home ; it was a spot to love indeed, with 
all one's heart. How kind every one had been to 
her ever since she came into it I How attentive 
all the nice English servants were — ^looking as 
if to wait upon her were a pleasure ;*how cour- 
teous it was of the brothers to set aside all 
other engagements and pleasures on her ac- 
count J and how amiable of Stella Porchester 
to be satisfied that it should be so. And 
Aunt Brudenell — ^was ever any one so kind, so 
full of thought and tenderness, for one she 
had only known so short a time, and only 
then as a trouble ? The glistening of her eyes 
as all this crossed her mind, made her aunt 
anxiously inquire if the move had been too 
much for her strength. " Oh no !" she said, 
quickly, " everything looks so beautiful, I feel 
as if I should grow stronger every minute." 

" Then I may safely admit two visitors, who 
have been worrying to come in the last ten 
minutes. Here, Harcourt and Eoland, you 
may pay her your respects, if you like ; but if 
you tire her too much, I shall have to carry 
her up-stairs again." 
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They had already had glimpses of their 
guest at the window, and for a few minutes* 
visit, when she had been moved into the dress- 
ing-room for a change ; so there was little to 
agitate her in the present less restrained inter- 
view ; and the meeting was mutually agreeable. 
Marion expressed her admiration of Morlands 
in terms that delighted Boland, and she would 
have said something of what she felt for all 
their kindness, had she been allowed ; but this 
was stopped by Harcourt directly. As to her 
being taken away to the Vicarage, just as she 
was recovering sufficiently for them to enjoy 
her society, they would not hear of such a 
thing. Harcourt did not want anybody bother- 
ing on the 1st ; partridges were not too plenti- 
ful that year, and Gervase would want his share 
when he came ; he had no intention of asking 
anybody at present, and every intention of 
keeping Miss Egerton till she was able to walk 
home. It would be too hard on them not to 
be allowed a little of tke pleasure of her society. 
And as they were both very resolute and cla- 
morous on this point, Marion's voice had no 
chance of being listened to, and she was fain 
to leave it to be decided by her aunt — quite 
capable, she knew, of fighting her own battles 
against anybody. The gentlemen were ordered 
off sooner than they at all approved ; and be- 
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fore Marion had quite recovered from the ex- 
citement, in came Mrs. Porchester, for what 
she called a quiet chat. 

" Such a comfort to see you down at last, 
my dear ; I am sure I began to despair at one 
time, and to think there must be some very 
serious mischief, in spite of all Stella could 
say. I have not much faith in you young 
people ; you always will persist you know so 
much better than your elders, and pooh-pooh 
one when one says a word, and I hardly ever 
do say anything, on that very account. De- 
lighted to have you down, my dear Miss 
Egerton, for you cannot conceive how dull it 
has been all this time; not a soul to meet us 
at dinner but that young Mr. Percival, whom 
one is afraid to speak to, he takes one up so 
short, and grudges every morsel one puts 
inside one's lips. I am sure no one is more 
sorry for poor people than I am, and I would 
give him a sovereign for soup and things, with 
pleasure, if he asked me ; but, dear me, one 
can't help there being distress in the world, 
and it is very hard if one may never have 
a meal in peace, because other people have to 
live on odds and ends. And that is not all ; 
one might put up with it if it were to do any- 
body any good ; but he talks about one's in- 
dulging oneself, and enjoying good things too 
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much, and makes such a to-do about what 
one eats and what one drinks, that positively, 
when he is here, I don't get half my dinner, 
A most excellent young man he is, I am con- 
vinced, and does a vast deal of good, no 
doubt ; and I do not say he ever interfered 
with me personally, he is too gentlemanly for 
that, but it was talking at me, which is worse, 
and makes me more nervous than anything. 
A most worthy young man, I am sure, and 
Stella and he are fast friends, and she gets up 
at I don't know what o'clock to go to church, 
making Jones so cross I am almost afraid to 
ring my bell ; and she has been to the schools, 
though I can't make out that she did anything 
there ; and she practises the most dismal psalm 
tunes on the piano that you can possibly con- 
ceive, and actually has taken to painting great 
texts in all sorts of colours, to hang up in 
the schoolroom and on people's walls. Quite 
right, you know, that they should have texts 
to read, and most delightful ta do, and a great 
help they will be to the children and people, 
if they can only make them out, which, I am 
ashamed to say, I can't ; but then I am old, 
you know, and all these fine alphabets had not 
been invented in my time." 

Marion listened with her usual patient civi- 
lity, rather glad that it was unnecesaary to do 
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more towards entertaining Mr& Porchester 
than to keep up a decent attention ; for though 
she seldom spoke fast, she rarely made pauses, 
and it was wonderful how much she contrived 
to say in a given space of time^ with a limited 
amount of subject-matter. Miss Egerton was 
a special &vourite, because she always looked 
attentive, and never broke in with interrupt 
tions; though, of course, as a companion, she 
was not to be mentioned in the same breath 
with Stella, who interrupted whenever it 
pleased her, and hardly ever looked attentive 
at all. 

" Not in the least what I expected it would 
be when we visited Morlands — ^not in the 
least. It was always planned that we were 
to have the house full, and be perpetually 
making excursions, and giving out-of^oor 
parties, and have all sorts of gaieties going 
on. And Stella feels it, of course, I can see, 
by her manner to Harcourt; and how those 
two will ever go through life together I cannot 
imagine, for, considering how devoted they are 
to each other, they never agree for five mi- 
nutes,^ and both like their own way, and that, 
we all know, is not an easy thing to get at 
any time ; nobody knows it better than I do. 
When you young people are as old as I am, 
you wiB find you have to give up to one 
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ftnother, and very disagreeable it is, and I am 
sure I never would if I could help it — is it 
likely? Bat, as I was saying, here is Stella, 
iiistead of taking an interest, like a sensible 
girl, in her cousin's plans and improvements, 
and his farm, and his horses, and all his little 
cranks and whims, as I have advised her to do 
over and over again, makes a point of finding 
fault with his pet notions, and runs after that 
young man — most excellent and well-meaning 
he is, as I always say, and so dreadfully opi» 
niated, he won't let anybody speak but him- 
self; and Stella is always on his side in every 
argument, and perhaps she is wise, for you 
have no peace if you are not, and very little if 
you are." 

It was no news to Marion that Miss Por- 
chester and the curate were such allies, for in 
Stella's visits she had often named him, and 
interested her hstener considerably by retailing 
his conversation, or such parts of it as could 
be retailed* Of Harcourt, on the other hand, 
she seldom talked at all, or only in a sarcastic 
manner, as if to show how little she cared for 
him ; but what this really meant Miss Egerton 
could not determine. She thought she should 
Judge better when she saw them all together, 
and had, her first opportunity that evening, 
when she was allowed to join them at tea. 

u2 
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Perdval had been asked to dine, but could 
only arrive in time for dessert ; and when they 
were all in the drawing-room, it was palpable 
to everybody that he had eyes and ears for one 
person alone, and that was Miss Porchester. 
It was equally plain that she admitted his 
attentions, and treated him with a deference 
she rarely vouchsafed to any admirer; but 
that she was in earnest as he was, Marion 
doubted strongly. Like many other quiet- 
looking people, Miss Egerton was much given 
to observation of character, and, if deficient in 
experience, had the advantage of a natural 
affinity for truth. Anything like a sham be- 
trayed itself to her perception, she hardly 
knew how; and notwithstanding all Mr. Per- 
cival's evident faith in Stella's sympathy, it 
struck Marion that evening that she was more 
like one acting a part than expressing what 
she really felt. To herself their talk was inte- 
resting, when carried on near enough for her 
to listen, for it was on topics of which she had 
heard comparatively little, and longed to know 
a great deal more ; and when Miss Porchester 
was assenting so warmly to propositions he 
laid down on the necessity of the upper classes 
setting example, taking the lead, and main- 
taining openly by their lives what .they pro- 
fessed, Marion could have been angry with 
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herself for recollecting how differently she had 
heard her speak abroad, and how little had 
been shown of such principles in the habits 
of her travelling life. Something of this she 
might have shown in her face, for Harcourt 
presently came over to her sofa, to show her a 
particular woodcut in the Illustrated London 
News. Having fenced her in with himself, 
by the help of the voluminous sheets, he 
quietly remarked, as if in answer to a remark 
of hers, " I quite agree with you." 

" About what?" asked she, as, of course, he 
expected. 

" In wondering how long such fevers gene- 
rally last. Some are very fierce, and soon 
over; and some go smouldering on for an 
awfiil time. Much depends on the constitu- 
tion, I suppose." 

Marion guessed his meaning, but did not 
choose to own it, and felt rather uncom- 
fortable. 

" Were you aware," he went on, in the same 
under tone, "that Stella held all these or- 
thodox notions? for they have taken me by 
surprise." 

Marion reluctantly admitted that they sur- 
prised her also ; but, nettled by the sarcasm of 
his manner, added, with spirit, " I am sure 
they are quite right." 
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" Oh, you are, are you ? May I ask on what 
grounds ?" 

" It must be right to be as good and to do 
as much good as we can," persisted she, flush- 
ing \mder the consciousness that whatever ar- 
gument she might bring forward, he was pre- 
pared to demolish. 

" Very well, but the question remains — ^how 
is this to be done ?" 

" That is a question, indeed," said Marion, 
shaking her head, " and the world has fought 
about it long enough. Why must we begin?" 

"I understood you to feel confident that 
those two spirited people at the table were 
quite right in their theories, that is all." 

" So I believe them to be, for they have the 
authority of the Church to support them." 

" That is reason enough, you think." 

" Of course it is." 

" Where did you learn that ? In your pen- 
sion ? Because you might get into an awkward 
jumble of Churches there." 

" They had nothing to do with me on those 
points. My dear mother had been taught by 
Uncle Julian, and what he. told her she told 
me." 

" Your Uncle Julian is one of the few, very* 
few men I know who could almost persuade 
any one to think with him; but ^almost' is 
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as stiff a gate to get over as it was in the 
days of Bang Agrippa, and some of us stop all 
our lives on the wrong side." 

" So much the worse. May I ask you a 
question, Mr. Clarendon ?" 

" Whatever you please." 

"Why do you make yourself out to be 
more indifferent than you are ? Why do you 
pretend to care for nothing, when you are so 
kind and good to others, as I, at least, have a 
right to say you are ?" 

He looked at her with a strangely softened 
expression in his eyes. "I only wish to be 
known as I really am, to you and to all my 
friends. That I have had pleasure, and al- 
ways should have, in doing you any service in 
my power, does not make me a bit nearer 
being what you, or Uncle Julian, or our saints 
there, would call good^ or sound, or orthodox, 
or fit for anything but to point a moral and 
adorn a tale, as a frightful example of the 
effects of reading bad books, and resisting 
good sermons. You see I have not the 
shadow of an excuse: I cannot pretend my 
parish priest is in fault, for I have one of the 
best men in England ; therefore my case is a 
bad one. I don't care for these things, and 
what becomes of ' don't care ' we have all been 
taught from our cradles." 
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Roland came in at that moment. He had 
been on his customary visit to the stables, and 
as he passed Stella, whispered that the greys 
were idl right again. There had been some- 
thing amiss with them since the accident, 
which had prevented the proposed rebellious 
movement from being executed; but it was 
not on that account abandoned. Stella's face 
brightened at the news. " To-morrow, then !" 
she said, imperatively. He smiled, shrugged 
his shoulders, and glanced at Harcourt. " Yes," 
she continued, " it must be to-morrow, for he 
will be out all day on business." 

" For shame, Stella, to propose such a sneak- 
ing trick 1" 

" Oh 1 if you dare me to tell him, I have no 
objection. Harcourt, we mean to drive the 
greys to-morrow, do you hear ? That carriage 
your man sent over will do very well for an 
experiment ; no difficulty whatever." 

'' I see one," said he, without raising bis 
eyes'from his paper. 

" What may that be ?" 

*^No servant of mine will put the horses 
to." 

. " You maintain that against my positive 
assertion ?" 

" I merely state a fact. * Any servant dis- . 
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obeying my. orders in this matter, from that 
moment ceases to be my servant." 
*^ And any relation, sir ?" 
" Can hardly be said to be my friend." 
There was silence. Harcourt laid down the 
paper, and walked out upon the terrace ; upon 
which Roland promptly took his place by 
Marion's side. Luckily for him, Mrs. Brude- 
nell had taken up a story that so absorbed her 
(she seldom having time for any such luxurious 
recreation), that she saw nothing beyond her 
nose, except her book ; and Mrs. Porchester, 
though supposed to be similarly employed, was, 
by this time, past seeing even that. 

" Did Harcourt startle you ?" he asked, sink- 
ing his voice in turn, and taking up the useful 
Illustrated London News. 

" He did rather ; what does it all mean ?" 
"Why, that there is a match going on 
between self-will and obstinacy. Stella vows 
she will have another drive with the greys, 
and Harcourt that they shall not be driven; 
and very aggravating he is about it, I must 
confess. But nothing will convince Stella, 
that when he makes up his mind as decidedly 
as he has on this point, no power on earth 
can turn him. She is only the more bent on 
having her own way, for the mere pleasure df 
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the victory. I know how it will be — ^there 
will be no end of a row, and I shall be in the 
thick of it, whether I like it or not." 

" But if you are firm, your cousiii must give 
way. 

" Yes, if I am — ^but between ourselves, hold- 
ing in the greys is a joke, compared to pulling 
against Stella. Let her get the bit betwe^i 
her teeth, and she will run away with a 
railway van. We shall have you out now 
soon, I hope. There is plenty of pretty 
country for you to admire, ; though nothing 
quite like the Jungfi^u. I always think of 
her as of a dear fiiend." 

Marion lifted her eyes to his, and the glance 
encouraged him to drop his voice still lower, 
so low, indeed, that the rest of the conversa- 
tion being heard only by themselves, cannot 
be transcribed for the benefit of the reader. 

Whether it had a salutary influence on the 
young lady's nervous system, aiding nature to 
regain tone and strength, may be left an open 
question, but certainly Marion Egerton's re- 
covery became rapid fi'om that evening. She 
was well enough the next day to rise and 
dress immediately after her breakfast, and Mrs. 
Brudenell, seeing her look bright and cheerfiil, 
left her in the morning-room with her books 
and work, while she walked into the village to 
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see after some of the people, whom she had on 
her accoimt neglected. Harcourt had ridden 
off early to transact^ his business in the market 
town, some miles off; and Stella, finding there 
was no chance of Cecil Percival being at 
liberty to call that morning, resolved on carry- 
ing out her cherished scheme. She hunted 
Eoland out of his easy-chair, in which he was 
reading out bits of news for the amusement of 
his aunt and Miss Egerton, and gave him no 
peace till he went with her into the stable, and 
had the greys brought out for inspection. 

Trail, engaged on the likeness of the old 
Newfoundland dog in his kennel — ^an operation 
of some delicacy, as the sitter would not allow 
him to come within a certain distance without 
tearing at his chain to demolish him — eyed 
the cousins as they stood consulting together, 
with a sneer on his face that unluckily caught 
Soland's notice. 

" Perhaps your work would get on faster if 
you attended to your easel, and not to what 
does not concern you, my man," he said, 
sharply, as the artist sat whistling to himself, and 
listening in a lazy attitude to the remonstrances 
of coachman and groom. " Let me find you 
showing any impertinence, and I shall give 
you a lesson you will not easily forget." 

The man bowed sullenly, with no attempt 
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at Claude Melnotte dignity. He seemed to hi 
conscious that young Clarendon despised hitn/i 
and was generally somewhat cowed by hisi 
presence, giving him an occasional side-look of 
hatred, as he resumed his brush, that would 
have been very eflfective on the stage, but was 
quite thrown away on its object. He dashed 
the colours on the canvas, to the detriment of \ 
his likeness, muttering to himself something 
about Mr. Clarendon being his employer, which 
Roland did not care to hear. How to satisfy 
Stella without vexing his brother, was quite 
enough to absorb his attention for the time, as 
the more she was dissuaded from her purpose, 
the more wilfully determined she grew. 

^' It comes to this, Boland,'' she said at last, 
pressing ^he arm on which she leaned with 
both hands, and smiUng in his face, " either I 
drive to-day, or I leave you to-morrow. Take 
your choice ; on that point I can decide, and 
can be as obstinate as anybody." 

"Nobody in their senses ever doubted that," 
said he ; "and I suppose you must have your 
way, so the sooner it is over the better. Put 
them to. Jack ; if we smash Boyce's turn out, 
we must make it good, that is aU.^' 

The carriage supplied by Mr. Boyce, the 
coachmaker, while their own was being re- 
paired, was heavier than the latter, and the 
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weight would tell on the horses, he knew. It 
was brought out immediately, but respectful 
remonstrances again arose when the order for 
harnessing was given. Master's orders had 
been very strict indeed, and Mr. Roland knew 
he did not often make a point of a thing, but 
when he did 

'' Stand out of the way, all of you," broke, 
in Roland, in his anger and vexation; "I will 
put them to myself, and trouble nobody." 

He began immediately, but Jack, a youthful 
retainer in whose eyes "the young master" 
was the model of all that was glorious and 
great, muttered that he shouldn't do that, let 
who would say no — and if Mr. Roland took 
the risk, so would he. So the greys were put 
into the carriage, Roland and Jack on the box, 
and Miss Porchester inside. The horses went 
out of the yard, as Bowles remarked, " like 
lambs," and they drove through the park and 
village without any misadventure. 

Marion, left to her own devices, grew tired 
of work and of Mrs. Porchester's conversation, 
and felt a lively desire to see a little more of 
the house ; as much for the pleasure of using 
her recovered strength, as for gratifying her 
curiosity. Falling into the hands of Mrs. 
Peters at the onset, and being compelled, 
whether she liked it or not, to swallow a cup 
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of that inevitable beef-tea, that waters, so to 
speak, the pathway of convalescence, she easily 
prevailed upon her to be her guide. The 
house was a large one, successive owners 
having added to it at different times, and some 
of the apartments were only occasionally used. 
There were some fine Spanish pictures, more 
interesting to Miss Egerton than the family 
portraits, on which the housekeeper delighted 
to dwell, and by these she would gladly have 
lingered longer, but she soon became aware 
that her strength was not so much restored as 
she had imagined, and that an easy lounge 
through the rooms would be as much as she 
should be able to accomplish. 
** Where does that door lead to ?" 
They had just come out of the ball-room, in 
which Mrs. Peters told her the Ptince Beg^it 
had danced with the Miss Clarendon of his 
day, considered the greatest beauty in the 
county, and very like Mr. Roland in the eyes and 
complexion, Tlie room had a French painted 
ceiling, and dated back as &t as the time of 
James the Second. Exactly opposite was the 
door in question, which the housekeeper was 
about to pass. 

" That door, ma'am ? It leads into my 
master's private apartments. Did he never 
tell you of them ? He has several small rooms 
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opening into each other, where he sometimes— 
not often— *I have only known him do it some 
five or six times — shuts himself up entirely, 
perhaps for a week, and lets no one go near 
him but myself. I carry him his meals, and 
make his bed, and do everything he wants, and 
he is at home to nobody, not even to Mr. 
Brudenell, or Mr. Graves, the steward, what- 
ever business there may be waiting. The last . 
time he did so, was while Mr. Eoland was at 
college, and, to be sure, the work he did mean- 
while was beautiful. He has quite a carpenter's 
shop in there, and handles the tools as if he 
had his bread to earn, he do, indeed, ma'am. 
Perh^ips you would like to see the rooms, 
ma'am ? I am sure you may go anywhere you 
please in this house, and I always take care 
of the keys." 

Marion admitted she should, if it were no 
intrusion, which she rather felt it would be. 
However, Mrs. Peters was so positive in her 
assurances, that she could not resist. The 
rooms were fitted up with no attempt at 
luxury; everything was plain and simple, as 
far as personal comfort was concerned; but 
the means of occupation were numerous, and 
of a superior order. The workshop was stored 
with tools and mechanical appliances, and 
there were some spirited specimens of Ms 
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wood carving on the waUs, besides others half 
unpacked, which she recognised as coming 
from Baden-Baden. She recollected — ^and it 
seemed a very long time ago — -how they had 
stood at the tempting booth for more than an 
hour on the morning of that sultry day that 
ended so sadly; and how she had admired 
these very pieces above the rest ; but she did 
not recollect his buying them then. He must 
have gone there afterwards, — strange as it 
seemed that anybody should have cared to 
buy, or think qf such things, during a period 
that to her was a dream of horror. 

" Does Mr. Clarendon often work like this ?" 
she asked, rousing herself from a reverie, with 
a sense of discourtesy towards her civil at- 
tendant. 

" He'll take it up sometimes, ma'am, and go 
on all day, and half the night, and then not 
touch it for months. And sometimes, when he 
has nearly finished a piece, and it don't quite 
please him, he'll send his tool right through 
it, and throw it into the fire, if there is one, or 
into a comer of the room. And when I have 
brought him his coffee in the morning, I have 
found him, more than once, early as it was, 
slaving away with no coat on, and his shirt- 
sleeves rolled up, as if he had not a minute to 
lose ; and it has been all I could do to make 
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him taste a drop before it was cold, though he 
had been at it, perhaps, already, for a couple 

of hours or so. Oh dear ! ^" 

This last ejaculation broke from her un- 
awares, at the sight of the farther door, by 
which this suite of rooms communicated with 
the grounds, unexpectedly opening, and ad- 
mitting the master himself, as much surprised 
at the appearance of his visitors as they were 
at his. Marion could not help suspecting, by 
the anxious curtseys, and unintelligible stam- 
mering of Mrs. Peters, that she was not quite 
so confident of her position as she had pro- 
fessed to be ; so she hastened to make her own 
apologies, and cover her from blame. She 
had been amusing herself by a tour through 
the house, and her curiosity had been so much 
excited by his private door, that Mrs. Peters, 
like everybody else, had been indulging her 
fancies — she trusted, without offence. Har- 
court's brow cleared the instant she spoke, and 
he at once gave her a cordial welcome; and 
while he was seating her in the easiest chair 
he could find, and producing some of his trea- 
sures for her inspection, Mrs. Peters slipped 

away. 

" I am very glad I happened to come back 
so soon," he said, so heartily that Marion's fears 
were all dispelled ; " two of the men I *we.\!& t^ 
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see, failed me, so I found myself free some 
hours earlier than I expected, and thought I 
might as well gallop home. Where are all the 
rest ?" 

^' My aunt is gone among her poor ; Miss 
Porchester went out with your brother, I 
think; I have not seen them lately." 

" So Peters has been forestalling me in show- 
ing you over the house. Well, I owe her a 
good turn for bringing you in here, and she 
shall have it— on the lathe. A strange fancy, 
is it not, of mine, to have provided myself with 
a den, to which, like a sick bear, I can retire 
and growl in solitude when tired of the outer 
world ? Strange as it may seem to you, I 
cannot tell you what a boon I have found it at 
times. You may have discovered that I have 
sulky fits ; I always had from a child ; and in 
those fits nothing ever did me as much good 
as shutting me up by myself with a box of 
tools and plenty of wood. Clouds and cob- 
webs, that would have become storms and 
steel-traps in contact with other people, van- 
ished under the soothing influence of solitude, 
and the melody of hammer and nails. It was 
my father's remedy, and it never failed. When 
I was a big boy, my dream was of a desert 
island, not for the sake of unlimited cocoa- 
nuts, and catching the wild goats by the hair. 
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but purely for the pleasure of being alone. 
When I found myself my own master, with 
money to waste if I pleased, I built these rooms 
on a plan of my own ; and when I ensconce 
myself here, I might be Robinson Crusoe him- 
self, with Peters for my man Friday, or Poll- 
parrot, which in some respects she rather more 
closely resembles. You have no idea how 
weird- and uncanny it is in here, when the 
outer doors are closed, and I know that no 
one will come near me for hours; aye, and 
know too, that I have vowed to myself not to 
call in any one, let the horrors come over me 
as heavily as they would." 

"Does that happen to you often?" asked 
Marion, compassionately. 

"No, very seldom. When it does, I get 
through a wonderful amount of stiff work. 
More than one megrim have I chased away 
with that grindstone. When things get despe- 
rate, I take a leaf from Sim Tappertit's book, 
and grind up all my tools. When my mind, 
on the other hand, is cool and clear, I go into 
the next room, and dabble in chemicals, poi- 
sons, and such-like innocent toys, I do not 
know if you have any taste that way." 

" I know just enough about them to wish 
for more. We had a professor who took 
a good deal of pains with ua owe lewsv^ ^\A\ 
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have often wished to see some of his experi- 
ments over again, though without the slightest 
desire to meddle with the materials." 

" A very judicious distinction. Well, I can 
promise you some very pretty little effects 
whenever you are strong enough to stand some 
queer smells. Stella detests anything of the 
sort, and I am afraid to trust Roland, who 
would blow his head off in five minutes, if he 
got hold of the apparatus. Do you remember 
any of these little things ?" showing her the 
Baden packages. "I came in here now to 
fetch them for you ladies to inspect in the 
drawing-room, and choose what you like best. 
I dare say you know them again." 

"Well," said she, in a low voice, for she 
could not yet allude to the past without emo- 
tion. 

" I thought I rememberedVhich had pleased 
you most. It was a pleasure to me to do so." 

"It always is a pleasure to you to give to 
others, I think." 

"Not always — not to everybody. To you 
I would give anything. That reminds me," as 
if eager to prevent her answer, " that I have 
something of yours to give you, for which I 
have not had an opportunity before." He un- 
locked a desk, took out a sealed packet, and 
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sat down by her side with a kindness of man- 
ner that she felt might have been that of an 
elder brother. 

" When Mr. Saville was taken ill, he had a 
considerable sum about him, which he gave 
into my charge, in the presence of Mr. Price, 
telling me it was money he owed you, and re- 
questing me to put it into your own hands. 
You will find a memorandum of the amount, 
according to the rate of exchange, for of course 
I knew it would be more convenient for you 
to have it in English money. It is rather over 
four hundred pounds. He said distinctly, se- 
veral times, that it was all yours, and that he 
owed you a great deal more." 

Sh6 took the packet mechanically, but did 
not break the seal. "How could he have 
so much that evening? You do not mean 
that ?" 

She could not frame the question in words : 
he answered it unspoken. 

" Yes, I was mistaken in my first impression. 
I thought the attack had been brought on by 
losses, but he had just been winning largely, 
and after repaying a loan from Lepelletier 
(there is a memorandum of that also, he made 
me put it down), he came away with all this 
about him, feeling, if he stayed a minute longer, 
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he should die at the table. You need have no 
scruples, as far as the bank is concerned — ^they 
had plundered him often enough/' 

Marion shuddered, and put the packet down 
as if the touch were loathsome. " What did 
he mean by owing me money ? I do not un- 
derstand you." 

" I am afraid you soon will, Miss Egerton. 
I am afraid it will prove but too certain that 
he wronged your trust in him, and that your 
fortune has suflFered in consequence. Hear me 
out ; I will do him this justice at least — ^it was 
from himself I had the first hint that it was 
so ; his last thought, his heaviest care in djdng, 
was about you — ^the wrong he had done you, 
and the poor return you had had for all your 
sweetness and dutiful attention. He keenly 
felt how little he could do for you then, and 
as I was the only representative of the friends 
he had lost, I was the only person to whom 
he could look to perform his neglected duty. 
I promised him, if you would let me, to serve 
you to the utmost of my power. I am agi- 
tating you, I fear, and yet there is something 
more." 

He was silent a few minutes ; Miss Egerton 
had leaned her elbow on the table, and kept 
her face hidden by her hand. 

" Can you trust me ?" he said^ at last, gently 
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possessing himself of the hand that was disen- 
gaged. 

She turned her eyes on him, full of 
burning tears. '^I can — I do — thoroughly — 
and oh ! if you wish to do me a kindness, keep 
that miserable money till I ask you for it — till 
I know what I ought to do with it. I cannot 
look at, or touch it now ; I feel as if it would 
bring a curse upon me. Thank you, thank 
you," as he restored it to its hiding-place; "it 
is a relief to have it out of sight. I feared, 
I dreaded how it was, too much to ask," 

Her sobs almost choked her, the rather that 
she was endeavouring to keep back the tears 
that would have poured forth on the slightest 
relaxation of self-control. He soothed her 
with kind and considerate words, dwelling with 
ready tact on such points of Mr. Saville's 
character as were most pleasing to recall, and 
making the palliations for his conduct which 
he had refused to receive himself from others. 
Her manner told him how she felt all the kind- 
ness of this, though her words were few, and he 
only waited for an opportunity of bringing out 
the other subject on his mind. Something 
was said about the accident which bad made 
her so unexpectedly his guest, and she had 
owned, that in spite of all her regret for the 
trouble she gave, it had been a pleasure to be 
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actually at Morlands, of which she had heard 
so much. His face changed a little, and she 
thought his voice trembled as he asked, *^ Do 
you like Hollands, then, as much as you 
thought vou should ?" 

" I have not been able to judge of the whole, 
but what I have seen, how can I help ad- 
miring?" 

" Do you think you could be happy in it ?" 

"Yes, certainly — that is — ^I think so " 

stanmoiered Marion, too startled to know ex- 
actly what she said. 

" Even if it were to be your home ?" 

"What do you mean, Mr. Clarendon?" 
she faltered, with a beating heart. 

" Can you not guess what I mean?" and if 
he had been kind and gentle before, he seemed 
doubly so now ; "will you trust your happi- 
ness to me, and let Morlands be your home, 
as my wife, Marion ?'' 

He had never called her by her name before, 
and it was with the tenderest respect he did 
so now, as he held her hand in both his, and 
would have carried it to his lips, but she drew 
it from him hastily ; and sat looking in his face 
with a blank wonder, mingled with fear. 

" You do not mean it — ^you cannot mean it," 
she said, in agitation that almost deprived her 
of breath : but when she found him^ with the 
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same gentle assiduity, renewing the oflfer, as- 
suring her of his loyal truth in so doing, and 
pressing for an answer, the emergency restored 
her presence of mind and nerve. 

"Don't, pray don't, Mr. Clarendon,*' she 
said, struggling to speak with firmness ; *' I feel 
too much to express — I know how grateful I 
ought to be— but it is impossible, quite, quite 
impossible. I had no idea of this — I am sorry 
to give you pain after all your friendship — ^but 
what you ask cannot be." 

" Why not, Marion ?" he said, softly. 

She still kept back her tears, though it was 
all she could do. "Forgive me if I have 
vexed you, and let me go. I do not feel quite 
weU." 

" I have been too hasty ; I have overtaxed 
your strength; I ought to have waited longer; 
and yet I wished to know my fate. Listen to 
me, my dear Miss Egerton ; it is not without 
sanction I have presumed like this ; in giving 
yourself to me, you will be fulfilling his dying 
wish. I had his consent in that last interview 
when he trusted you to my care." 

She leaned forward in her chair, clasping 
her hands tightly together. " He spoke of 
this — to you ?^' 

" Why not ? I promised him your hap- 
piness should be my first care ; trust me.^ the 
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promise will be kept — ^it will be my life's en- 
deavour to keep it." 

Marion stood up; her temples were throb- 
bing, and her head began to swim ; he saw 
she could hardly support herself, and that it 
would be cruelty to detain her longer. " You 
shall go and lie down,'* he said, soothingly, 
" and give me an answer when you have had 
time to think it over, Peters shall take you 
up-stairs." He touched a bell-handle, to which 
the housekeeper responded almost immediately, 
and on a sign from her master, who took care 
to drop a hint that they had been speaking of 
recent sorrows, by which Miss Egerton had 
been overcome, conducted her by a private 
flight of stairs to her own apartment. The 
gong was sounding for luncheon, but Mrs. 
Peters advised her to lie down, and keep quiet, 
and her roast chicken should be brought to her 
there. Marion roused herself at this, to reject 
all such offers; when she felt hungry, she 
would ask for something ; she was tired now, 
and would rather be alone; and in proof of 
this, bolted the door the moment Mrs. Peters 
left her. Then she threw herself on her bed, 
and cried to her heart's content till she fell 
asleep. 

" What ? you are come back, Harcourt ? " 
was his aunt's greeting, as they met in the 
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dining-room ; " why, you were not expected 
for some hours at least. I am glad you are 
here, for Peters has just told me Marion 
Egerton has the headache, and is gone to lie 
down, and her aunt is tearing about the village, 
I suppose, and those wild young madcaps are 
not come in, and if there is a thing I hate it is 
sitting down to my meals with no one to speak 
to. Thank you, I am not hungry ; only just a 
wing of chicken — ^you i^piay give me a little of 
the breast with it, and a slice or two of ham. 
Thank you. I wish they would come back. 
I am not at all happy about it, I can tell you ; 
but of course my opinion goes for nothing." 

" Happy about what, aunt ?" asked Har- 
court, as he poured her out a gla^s of wine. 

" About Stella going out with those horrid 
horses again. I said all I could, but you might 
as well talk to this table as to Stella when she 
has a whim in her head, and that is the truth. 
She always said she would do it, and now she 
has got her own way, I hope she will be 
happy." 

" I hope she will," said he, as he put a 
morsel of ham into his plate, and made believe 
to eat it, for good fellowship sake, though any 
one watching his face might have read that 
on the brow and lip that boded scant welcome 
for his cousin's return. Before Mrs. Porches- 
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ter's anxiety had allowed her quite to finish 
a sufficiently substantial meal to have passed 
for a good dinner, that welcome was called 
forj'Eoland driving boldly up to the door, 
and Stella alighting with a smiling face, as if 
safely returned from an exploit of which she 
felt deservedly proud. Harcourt gave one 
look from the window, and walked in the hall 
to meet them. Even Miss Porchester was a 
little startled by the stem gravity of his 
manner. 

''John!" 

The young groom touched his hat with a 
faltering hand. "Sir?" 

" Go to Mr. Graves as soon as you have 
taken off youj livery, and he will pay you your 
wages." 

" Yes, sir." The lad could hardly get out 
the words, and as he did so, cast an appealing 
glance to Eoland on the box. He, too, had 
seen his brother's face, and that his predictions 
were likely to be more correct than he had 
any wish they should. He gave the groom a 
private sign to say nothing then, and drove 
round to the stables, wishing, with all his heart, 
that the greys had broken their necks in that 
storm. Noll was offended, and with good 
reason, but the poor young fellow must not 
be the sufferer ; he would take the blame^ and 
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clear him at once ; and with that resolution he 
hastened back into the house as soon as he was 
rid of his charge. 

Harcourt was performing his duty as carver 
for his cousin, but with no relaxation of 
manner; and she, though talking fast and 
gaily, kept addressing herself to her mother, 
as if even her courage was more daunted than 
she liked to own. Koland's entrance gave her 
more security, and she turned round on her host 
as he offered her wine, with a smile on whose 
power she had reason to rely. 

" Now, Harcourt, I know we have been very 
naughty and deserve a great deal of scolding, 
so pray give it us as soon as possible, and hear 
how penitent we are, and then shake hands all 
round, including poor little John, who was 
scared out of his wits just now, and no wonder. 
If you had told me to take my hat off in such 
a tone, I must have taken off my head too, in 
my fright. You cannot be so very angry in 
sober earnest." 

" You think not, Stella ? I shall be obliged 
to undeceive you. I have given Graves his 
orders^ and John leaves my house to-night." 

*^ I say, old fellow," put in Eoland, after a 
hasty glance to ensure that no servants were 
near, " that would be hard measure for a poor 
lad who only did what he was told. You have 
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better reasons for turning me adrift than poor 
Jack." 

" If you were my servant, I should. John's 
fault is not in doing what he was told, but 
what he was told not to do. He knew the 
consequences, and must abide by them." 

" Now, Harcourt, as a favour to me," said 
Stella, eagerly, " as a proof that you mean to 
forgive me some day, excuse your man this 
once for being more gallant than yourself. 
You could resist my wishes, but John could 
not, and it would be too bad to, visit the sins 
of the whole party on the poor servant. Mr. 
Percival would tell you that." s 

" Mr. Percival would tell you, Stella, that 
you might have considered the poor servant 
when you were bent on gratifying your own 
inclinations at his expense. I am sorry to be 
obliged to refuse a request of yours, but my 
word has been passed." 

The tone was decisive, and meant tb be 
taken as such : even Stella felt that words 
would be thrown away. She had never realised 
that Harcourt could hold out against her when - 
she deigned to entreat, and a misgiving for the ' 
future seized her for the first time. She 
finished her luncheon hastily, and retired, 
without speaking to him again. Roland waited 
till he had his brother alone, and then began a 
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vehement remonstrance, the more vehement 
that he knew it was hopeless beforehand. 
When Harcourt spoke and looked as he did 
to-day, no ailment could alter his purpose ; 
but the foreknowledge of what Stella's wilful- 
ness would involve, did not prevent Roland 
from resenting it keenly, and some passionate 
exclamations escaped him as he quitted his 
brother's presence. Stella, who had been 
waiting to know the result, Heard him run 
up-stairs, and came out of her room to inquire. 
" It is just as I told you it would be — ^you 
would not believe any one would be as obsti- 
nate as yourself," said Roland, " but Harcourt 
is worse than a woman when he has this mood 
on. Something must be done for Jack. Where 
in the world is Mrs. Brudenell ?" 

" Not come in yet. Stay, Roland — I know 
who will give you the best advice. Go and 
lay the case before Cecil Percival. Tell him 
the exact truth about me as well as the rest of 
us, and see what he recommends." 

"Well, he may know- of another situation 
for him. I will go and see. Have you seen 
anything of Miss Egerton all this time ?" 

"No. She is lying down — u little tired, 
Peters says, with going over the house. Ro- 
land, your brother can be a terrible despot." 
"I am afraid he can. I tell you what, 
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Stella — ^I am getting tired of this fun, and 
very little more would make me strike work 
altogether. I will not be insulted by anybody, 
not even by him ; and it was very like it to- 
day.*' . 

" He will be gentler in the evening, never 
fear. It was a great provocation to be beaten, 
and he must have time to get over it. It will 
all come right; do not let John despair; sooner 
than he should break his heart, I would engage 
him myself, if I only knew what to do with 
him!" 

Percival was not at home, but Roland met 
him as he was coming back. He listened to 
the story with deep attention, asking more 
questions than the narrator thought necessary, 
as they referred principally to Miss Porchester's 
habits, feelings, and opinions, which did not 
exactly aflfect the present case. 

'* It is just an instance of the consequence of 
self-gratification," was his verdict; " no wonder 
a generous, candid mind like your cousin's, 
should feel it so painfully. I cannot help you 
in the matter, except by recommending the lad 
to my uncle. Send him to me, and I will give 
him a bed to-night, and a note to the Squire in 
the morning." 

" I think I would rather see your uncle my- 
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self. I should like to ask his advice on one or 
two points." 

" Then go to him by all means. His judg- 
ment may safely be relied upon when the sub- 
ject is not ecclesiastical. Indeed, in some 
things, he is decidedly in advance of his gene- 
ration." 
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CHAPTER X. 

HARCOURT FINDS HIMSELF MISTAKEN. 

Tece Vicar returned home the next evening, 
and when his fly drove up to the gate, his wife 
was waiting to receive him. This was more 
than he had been led to expect, as the quick 
brightening of his countenance plainly showed. 
It looked fagged enough to require brightening 
— a London visit in August, on business more 
or less painful, not being calculated to improve 
either spirits or health; but on this his wife 
made no comment at first, only throwing a 
little extra briskness into her welcome, and 
opening the drawing-room door to show him 
who was waiting to offer hers. Marion was in 
his arms in a moment, and folded in such a 
fatherly embrace as she had often longed for in 
vain. 
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" I did not expect this pleasure, my love," he 
said, as soon as he had cleared the huskiness 
that seized on his voice. " I thought by your 
last, that our friends would not lei our child 
leave them for a few days longer. Now she is 
ours, indeed, and we will keep her all to our- 
selves. Welcome home, Marion ; this is your 
home, and shall be as happy a one as we can 
make it. You have had a rough beginning to 
your English life, but we must hope the smooth 
is now to have its turn." 

Marion answered cheerfully, and by mutual 
consent, all particulars and matters of business 
were deferred till after the evening meal, in 
consideration of the traveller's tired looks. Mi^ 
Egerton herself had only been a few hours in 
the Vicarage, and everything was sulEciently 
new and strange to supply plenty of safe topics 
of conversation, till they were seated together 
in the little drawing-room, as secure from in- 
terruption as the " parson" could ever expect 
to be. Then, by degrees, things b^an to be 
told. Marion had been compelled to ensconce 
herself in a deep arm-chair, with her feet on a 
stool, and her uncle and aunt, sitting on either 
side, exchanged glances unperceived, from time 
to time, over her head. It was as well she did 
not see how much those glances expressed, for 
her nerves were ftill unsteady, and she found 
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it would be much more diflScult to say what 
she had on her mind, than she had thought it 
would be. Alone with her aunt, hiding her 
face on her shoulder, she could be compara- 
tively bold ; but it was another thing to speak 
to her uncle, in the quiet business-like manner 
that she supposed he would expect. She did 
not know, as she turned this over in her mind 
with her eyes on the floor, how tenderly he was 
watching her, thinking, if it had pleased Him ' 
who could not err, that his own fair-haired 
daughter would have been just about her age. 

" I travelled with one of your Baden ac- 
quaintance, Marion," he said, presently, " a Mr. 
Wray, who has gone on to Morlands with a 
box of Miss Porchester's. I saw a good deal 
of him in town ; he came over with Mr. John 
Saville." 

Marion looked up, her eyes asking for more 
information. Her uncle understood the look, 
and shook his head sorrowfully. 

" There is bad news in store for you, my 
dear, I am afraid. Had you any reason to 
suspect any mismanagement of your fortune ?" 

" I was sometimes afraid all was not quite 
right," she admitted reluctantly ; " because we 
seemed to spend more than I calculated we 
had." 

"Exactly so; that is easily accounted for. 
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You were spending the capital, not the interest. 
I find, on applying to Mr. RoUes, your father's 
lawyer, that three thousand pounds of yours 
were drawn out soon after you came of age. 
You remember that, of course ?" 

" Yes, I did it at Mr. Saville's suggestion, as 
he wished me to take shares in a French rail- 
way, that would give a much higher in- 
terest." 

" And were they taken ?" ; 

" Oh yes, Mr. Saville arranged it all, and I 
received the interest through his banker.'' 

" Then you have the shares still ?" 

"I do not know; I never had any papers 
about them. I do not quite understand what 
they are, and never could persuade him to ex- 
plain. He hated talking on business." 

" My dear child " the Vicar paused a mo- 
ment, and then went steadily on, " he robbed 
you of it all. If he took any shares, it must 
have been in his own name, and he parted 
with them again, and had nearly spent all the 
money when he died. Your dividends were 
paid to you out of your capital. The two 
thousand in the funds are all you have left out 
of your father's fortune." 

The Vicar's wife, who knew every inflection 
of his voice, felt her heart throb with pity for 
the pain he was suffering, and would not have 
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shown her indignation for the world. Marion 
hid her face in her hands. She was shocked, 
but not startled; she knew how her mother 
had been used, and had nev^ felt safe. 

" Clarendon gave me a hint of this," said Mr. 
Brudenell, with a heavy sigh, " but I was slow 
to believe him." 

" He told me something about it too," said 
Marion, " and that the thought of me weighed 
on his mind at Ijist. If I had but known, I 
might have comforted him. Uncle, do not 
judge him only by this — ^he was often very kind 
to me— I shaU never forget his coming to fetch 
me from school, and taking me home." 

" He might have done it a little sooner," said 
Mrs. Brudenell, who could stand anything but 
hearing George Saville praised. Her husband 
looked at her, and she fell to knitting furiously, 
as her only chance of keeping herself quiet. 
She need not have feared that he did not suf- 
ficiently condemn the conduct of his lost friend ; 
it had stung him to the core, and it was only 
by speaking of it in that straightforward manner, 
that he could endure to do it at all. The calm- 
ness with which Marion received the news 
went more to his heart than if she had been 
overwhelmed with consternation; it showed 
too plainly what her experience had been. 
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"Uncle," said she, after a pause, "can I live 
in England on sixty pounds a year ?" 

" That must depend on how you live, my 
dear Marion. Our population would other- 
wise be rather limited." 

" I mean as a gentlewoman ?" 

*' Well, the parson of Auburn, you know, 
was passing rich on forty — ^but then he was 
not a young lady of fashionable habits. I think 
house-rent and firing, and beef and mutton, 
would not leave you much for pretty hats and 
French gloves. Do you think they would, 
Marion ?" 

" Stuff and nonsense!" said Mrs. Brudenell; 
" she can dress perfectly on sixty pounds a 
year, and have money in her pocket besides. 
Marion, my child, don't be running away with 
wrong notions. You are at home here, and 
while we have a crust you shall share it ; in- 
deed, you will soon have it all to yourself, for 
we are very old folks, and can hardly mumble 
it as it is. Now I am going to talk to Jane 
about some very important matters, so I shall 
leave you to tell each other all your secrets ; 
only look sharp about it, for I shall be back in 
half an hour." 

She kept her word, and returned at the time 
specified; asked no questions, though both 
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looked agitated; but kept up a cheerful tone of 
conversation on general topics, till she could 
dismiss Marion to bed, with the warning that 
she was coming up presently with a large basin 
of arrowroot. ^^ You have seen the picture of 
the brimstone morning at Dotheboys Hall, have 
you not ? I always administer arrowroot here 
in that style, with a large wooden spoon, so 
make up your mind to the worst." 

If this had been the first evening of Marion's 
acquaintance with her aunt, she might have 
thought such a threat alarming, but she knew 
well enough that all this assumption of autho- 
rity only meant that she would be coaxed, and 
praised over every spoonful, as if the con- 
sumption of a given quantity of sustenance 
were the highest pinnacle of human virtue. 
The Vicar rose to open the door for her, put 
his hand on her head as she passed with a 
whispered blessing, which thrilled her as if it 
brought back some long-forgotten sound ; then 
walked slowly to the hearth-rug, and stood 
musing awhile in silence. 

" I must see Harcourt to-morrow," he said 
at last, " and give him a decided answer. Does 
Eoland know of it ?" 

" Not that I am aware of. There has been 
a serious disagreement among the young people. 
Stella would make Roland drive her out, against 
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Harcourt's orders, and Harcourt punished them 
by discharging the groom who harnessed the 
horses. Roland marched off to Mr. Percival 
of Durningham, and got his promise to take 
the lad on there, and I suppose asked his ad- 
vice about government clerkships and Foreign 
Office appointments, for he came back full of 
competitive examinations, and in a terrible 
state of alarm about his English History and 
arithmetic. If it spirits him up to working 
for himself, it will so far be a good thing; mean- 
while, they are all glowering at each other at 
Morlands, and I was glad of a good excuse to 
bring Marion away. She was quite ill yester- 
day, and hardly exchanged a dozen words with 
any of them before we left." 

" I cannot understand it," said the Vicar, 
" but I shall make it my business to find out. 
She must be protected in future, poor child, as 
far as possible." 

"Yes; if you had been properly treated, 
Julian, she would never have been exposed as 
she has been to such unprincipled robbery. 
There, I have said it, and cannot take my 
words back. Do, for once, my dear, use a 
strong expression or two yourself — ^for I know 
you are boiling over with wrath in your heart, 
and it can do you no good to keep in all the 
steam." 
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" I ara," he replied, " and therefore I am in 
no fit state to pass judgment. My love, when 
you have taken the dear child her arrowroot, 
I think we will have prayers and go to bed. I 
have not slept well lately; the heat of London 
was very great, and I am rather tired." 

He might lay his fatigue to whatever he 
pleased — she knew it was trouble and anxiety 
that had worn him out, and it required a great 
eflFort to join the prayers in the spirit in which 
he oflFered them. As she sometimes acknow- 
ledged, it was very hard work to be the wife 
of a man who, under whatever aggravating 
circumstances, would always be so much better 
than his neighbours. 

A note from Mr. Brudenell brought Harcourt 
to the Vicarage immediately after breakfast. He 
was shown into the study, where his old Mend 
was waiting for him alone. 

" This is very kind of you, Harcourt," said 
the latter, holding out his hand as he entered, 
and offering him a seat ; *' you will excuse 
my being anxious to see you as soon as pos- 
sible." 

" I was as anxious as you could be, sir. I 
have been impatient fer your return. We 
never do so well in your absence, and I am 
afraid your own expedition has been rather a 
painful one." 
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"It has; my fears have been more than 
realised, and your inferences were correct. 
There must have been repentance, Clarendon, 
in that half confession : it would have been as 
easy to be silent, as to humble himself before 
you." 

Harcourt bowed assent ; he was waiting for 
what should follow. 

" I find," Mr. Brudenell continued, after a 
pause, " that my niece's fortune is very much 
impaired, and without any prospect of redress. 
On that point I will not dwell at present. Mr. 
John Saville is ready to do all that is in his 
power, and his advice and experience may be 
of ultimate service to Marion's interests. Your 
friend, Mr. Wray, has been very useful to him 
at Baden-Baden, in making all his arrange- 
ments. And Harcourt, I must once more thank 
you, though you hate thanks, for the brotherly 
part you have acted towards her from first to 
last. It is only what I should have expected 
from your father's son, but I do not appreciate 
it the less." 

" If you wish to give me a proof of your 
esteem, sir, you have it now in your power. 
You are aware of what passed two days ago. 
I am impatient for an answer, and to be as- 
sured I am forgiven for being rather precipi- 
tate." 
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" I have heard what passed; and, Harcourt, 
I cannot quite understand it/' 

"It is perfectly simple and straightforward 
on my part, .sir. I do not understand you^ 
allow me to say." 

" You would marry my niece — that I under- 
stand — ^but do you love her ?" 

" Such a question from any one else " 

" No one else would have the same right to 
ask it. Harcourt, there is something at the 
bottom of this which I do entreat you to ex- 
plain. Knowing you as I do, it is to me in- 
credible that you should, in so short a time, 
have formed such an attachment to a girl like 
Marion, that you would endeavour to hurry 
her into an engagement — aware, as you must 
be, what your brother Roland's sentiments are. 
Passion might have driven you to this, but in 
that passion I do not believe." 

Harcourt shaded his eyes with his hand, and 
sat still, except a slight movement of his foot 
on the floor. 

" I can find but one reason to account for it, 
and that is one honourable to your motives, 
even if mistaken. I would rather leave it to 
you to confide it to me ; you may safely do so ; 
your honour — hers — that of the dead — to 
whom can they be more precious than to me ? 
If there is anything you can tell me, without 
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breaking a promise, I am sure it is your duty 
to do it, that I may judge what is right for 
us all." 

" I will tell you then, sir, though I had 
thought no one should ever know it. You are 
the only person to whom it could be told, and 
with you it is sacred. You know how we were 
all thrown together abroad, and that I had 
good reason for distrusting Roland's intimacy 
with Mr. Saville. When I found how his 
fancy was taken, I did not know whether it 
would only be a fancy, or whether he were at- 
tached in earnest, and I resolved he should 
not be drawn suddenly into any engagement. 
Understand me, I only dreaded Mr. Saville — 
not Miss Egerton, who struck me from the first 
as being ingenuous, amiable, and good. I de- 
voted myself to paying her such attentions as 
were permitted, and the more I conversed with 
her, the higher opinion I formed of her cha- 
racter, and the lower her step-father fell in my 
esteem. Things she most innocently let fall 
told me a great deal more than I expected, and 
I could foresee nothing but misery to Roland 
from being connected with such a man. When 
that attack came on, his own past conduct 
seemed to rise upon him like a wave of the 
sea, and most of all, his spoliation of her ; and 
his struggles to redeem the past, as far as words 



286 THE BBOTHfiBS. 

could do, would have gone to your heart — 
they went to mine. If you had been there, 
he said, he could have relied on your doing 
what he could not ; but I was the only repre- 
sentative of the friends he had lost, and his 
only hope* therefore was in me. I promised 
him — ^how could I help it ? — ^that if he would 
trust me as he would have trusted my father, 
I would do my best to act as he would have 
acted. And then he confided to me, what he 
said he had only accidentally discovered, that 
Miss Egerton-— that I had troubled her peace 
— ^that she had from my manner believed — in 
short, that my honour was involved, though 
she had ^ not the remotest idea of her secret 
being known. There was no time to lose in 
asking proofs; I promised him her happiness 
should be my first object, and such a promise 
I look upon as a vow." 

He paused for breath, his voice betraying 
his inward excitement. The Vicar remaining 
silent, he continued : 

" My first care was to send Roland away; 
and I was glad of the delay which prevented 
our following immediately. My resolution was 
formed, but I could take no steps towards ful- 
filling it till Miss Egerton recovered. I knew 
there would be difficulties attending such a 
step as I have since taken, especially the dis- 
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appointment to that poor boy, whom nothing 
has yet undeceived, and who will look upon 
me as a supplanter; but when I was alone 
with your niece, I was carried away by the 
longing I felt to give her peace, and to assure 
her of my deep, grateful esteem and regard. 
Let there be no mistake on this point — ^in ful- 
filling my duty, I am providing for my own 
happiness too— I could never have hoped to 
win the aflfection of one so good and pure." 

An unusual emotion glistened in his eyes, 
and Mr. Brudenell could refrain no longer. He 
stretched out his hand, and pressed Harcourt' s 
in both his. 

" I feel your honourable conduct, and I 
thank you for it, Harcourt. You have done 
what you thought right, and your conscience 
will be its own reward. How the mistake 
arose, we shall perhaps never know, but it is 
high time you learned the truth — Saville was 
quite mistaken." 

*' How was that possible ? What could 
have misled him ?" 

" On that point I can tell you nothing ; but 
of this I am quite sure, that Marion is sincere 
and truthful." 

" No one can look at her and doubt it, sir." 

"Marion, then, is most anxious that you 
should not be deceived ; and, shrinking from 
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the pain of such an office herself, has left me 
to give you her answer. With the deepest 
sense of all your goodness to her, for which 
she hopes always to consider you her friend, 
she cannot feel towards you as you deserve 
that the woman should who is to be your wife. 
Her agitation alone prevented her making you 
clearly underst.and this the other day." 

There was a short silence, during which 
Harcourt walked to the window, and kept his 
face from his friend. When he spoke, his tone 
was harsh and abrupt. 

" Does she care for Roland?" 

" That Roland himself must ascertain, when 
he feels he has a right to ask. Until he has, I 
hope he will leave her alone." 

"I understand, and I thank you for your 
openness, sir. I have been a great fool, and 
have acted like one, and must expect to be so 
considered. You will tell Mrs. Brudenell, of 
course, and there, I think, the story had better 
stop, for it can afford very little satisfaction to 
any of us. I have had a dream, and it is over, 
and I should be glad to think it was forgotten. 
If there was any double-dealing — if I was gulled 
at such a moment " 

"Do not think that, Harcourt; spare the 
dead where it is possible. We know enough 
without conjecturing." 
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" I will spare him before you, at any rate. 
And now I will go. You will keep my secret ; 
and spare me, in return, as much of your pity 
for my self-conceit as you can. Every man 
makes a fool of himself sooner or later, though 
they do not always see it as plainly as I do. I 
shall see you again soon — thank you." 

He returned the Vicar's warm pressure with 
an almost passionate gripe, and hurried out of 
the house. 

How changed the whole world had become 
to him in a moment ! And why ? When he 
' first learned what Mr. Saville told him, it had 
been with pain; it was unlike what he had 
imagined of Marion Egerton, and the diffi- 
culties of which he spoke were by no means 
easy to face. But gradually, as he realised 
that his honour was engaged, the idea of being 
loved had grown sweet to him — he had felt a 
right of possession in the fair young charge 
who relied on his protection so gratefully ; and 
was jealous, though he hardly knew it, of her 
being served by any one else. If it soothed 
his pride to reflect that she was worshipping 
him, with very little prospect of her worship 
being appreciated, it gratified his generosity to 
think, also, he had the means of gladdening 
her orphan heart by a tender word; and the 
poorer she should prove to be, the more de- 
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light he should feel in making her rich. All 
this was not love, but it had drawn him on 
much further than he knew ; she had become 
dearer to him than he was at all aware of, and 
the certainty that he had been mistaken, no 
matter how that mistake had been brought 
about, left a blank for which he was quite 
unprepared. The mortification of having made 
the mistake — of having thought himself be- 
loved, when another was, in all probability, 
preferred, made the blood tingle in his veins, 
as he strode along; and the really generous 
feelings that had actuated so much of his con- 
duct towards Marion Egerton having been 
thus ill-requited, gave place to a sense of re- 
sentment, not the less bitter for being unrea- 
sonable. 

He had looked upon her as his own, and 
by so doing had brought himself to dwell with 
pleasure on a future passed with one so de- 
voted and gentle, whose tenderness would 
compensate for the loss of the regard he risked 
for her sake. That he was perilling his 
brother's love — laying himself open to the 
charge of secretly supplanting him, and betray- 
ing his confidence, he had painfully felt fi:om 
the first, and many a hasty speech that had 
grated on Roland's feelings had been caused, in 
part, by this unavowed compunction. And 
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it had all been a delusion ; Roland was most 
probably preferred to himself, and some day 
they would discover what he had imagined, 
and laugh over it at his expense. Well, let 
them laugh — he had done his part — ^he had 
kept his word to old Saville, swindler as he 
was, and it was fortunate he had passed the 
age in which the experiment might have en- 
dangered his own peace. He was not in love, 
nor likely to be, and he was a free man once 
more ; his duty was done, and his conscience 
clear, and he could now pay attention wh«:e 
it was due, to those he had comparatively 
neglected. He had certainly been rather re- 
miss to his aunt, and would at once begin to 
make her the proper amends, Stella too — ^he 
had postponed thinking of her to the last — 
but now the image of her beauty rose allu- 
ringly before him, soothing his wounded pride 
with the reflection that all hearts were not so 
thankless as Marion Egerton's. How cold he 
had been to her lately — how needlessly severe 
upon her wilfulness — giving her reason to 
think herself almost unwelcome, and certainly 
slighted; and all the while she had never 
shown any ill-will towards the invalid guest, 
but had nursed her so kindly, and treated her as 
a friend. What would she think of him if 
she knew what had passed? He had never 
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exchanged a word with her that could in any 
way commit either of them, and yet he was as 
conscious as she was of what everybody, her- 
self included, took almost as a matter of 
course. 

As often happens, at the moment that he was 
thinking of her, and tr3dng so to think that he 
might shut out the recollection of Marion, he 
saw her coming across the park to meet him, 
with Roland on one side and Percival on the 
other. He watched her approach, and said to 
himself how much he admired her, and how 
superior she was in style and fashion to most 
women of his acquaintance, and if she had her 
faults, like others, they were those of her 
education and circumstances, such as kind, 
judicious management would soon lead her to 
overcome. Either he was mistaken, or else her 
countenance wore a more engaging expression 
than had been usual of late : yes, it certainly 
was so, for here she was coming up to him 
with a smile, and an outstretched hand, which 
it was impossible not to receive as cordially 
as it was given. 

" Dear Harcourt, let us be friends again I I 
ask your pardon before these two witnesses, 
both of whom take your part against me in 
the most uncivil manner, and tell me I have 
behaved abominably, as, no doubt, I have. It 
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would be too much to expect me to profess to 
be sorry, but it will be very generous to treat 
me as if I were, in hopes that I may in time." 

" You disarm anger by such penitence," said 
her cousin, laughing, and drawing her arm in 
his in token of amity. " I might have known, 
while you were in the house, I should have 
nothing to call positively my own, not even 
my ill-temper. I give it up to you to do what 
you please with; it has been no good to me." 

"Then if you forgive the guilty, of course 
you will the innocent. My soul yearns upon 
the banished Rinaldo. Let John return to 
his empty saddle, or his pale, reproachful looks 
will haunt me at the festive board." 

" There I cannot oblige you, for Rinaldq's 
saddle is filled already. I have promoted 
your gallant preserver to the vacancy. I pay 
you the compliment of considering that service 
deserving of lasting reward." 

" You have made a groom of Claude Mel- 
notte ? Can he ride ?" 

"Yes; where he learned does not transpire, 
but I conclude it was at some itinerant Astley's. 
I only hope he will not think it necessary to 
perform any graces of the circus when riding 
behind me." 

"Upon my word, it would be worthy of 
Punch. I will draw the design myself. ' Mr. 
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Nokes, wishing to secure a groom who has 
a practical knowledge of horses, hires a rider 
from a circus. Sensation in Rotten Row, when 
his new retainer, in a fit of absence^ stands on 
one leg on his horse's back.' I can see the whole 
picture — ^the ladies' horses taking fright, the 
gentlemen, lounging against the rails, putting 
up their eye-glasses — small boys jeering, and 
little dogs on their hind 1^ with astonishment. 
I really think the idea ought to bring me five 
pounds." 

" It shall, if you will execute the drawing." 
" You are in earnest ? Done, then, only it 
is not begun, and I have not the bold touch of 
Claude Melnotte Trelawny, whose horses are 
the most delicious specimens I ever saw out of 
a Noah's ark. If I only dared, I would sketch 
him as he sat just now, contemplating his per- 
formances, all of a row, with a serene satisfac- 
tion, only to be equalled by that of Jones, 
when she has been an hour and a half over 
my hair, and releases me with a gracious 
^ There, ma'am !' I have quarrelled with 
Jones, too, you will be sorry to hear; and 
she is not so easily appeased as you are. You 
only held out two days, but she will not for- 
give me under a week, and by that time we 
shall be a long way off." 

" Where are you going ?" * 
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" Home — if that may be called by a name 
implying rest and peace which really means 
confusion and trouble. You saw mamma had 
a letter on business this morning ?" 

" Yes, but as it was no business of mine, I 
did not ask impertinent questions." 

" She could not have answered them if you 
had, for, like a sensible woman, she never reads 
such letters without my help. If she did, she 
would infallibly be ruined in six months, for 
she never understands what is told her, and is 
always in a hurry to write by return of post, 
for fear there should be some mistake. There, 
do not pretend to look so disapproving ; I am 
very naughty, but I cannot be penitent twice 
in one day, so you must let that pass. The 

plain truth is, our house at G- is to be sold 

over our heads, and we are to decamp on very 
short notice, as it is to be pulled down for the 
sake of sundry local improvements, on which 
they have not consulted me. Now^ there are a 
great many things we have to arrange and look 
after, before such a grand move ; and the 
sooner we get back, the better. Where we 
are to find another house within our means, I 
do not exactly know." 

*' Then I do. I have one to let at this mo- 
ment, and a great nuisance it has been to me 
this summer, for I had to put it in repair, and 
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paper and paint it from top to bottom, for a 
tenant who never came after all. It is the 
other side of the park ; will you comie and see 
it ? Roland, would not the White House do 
for them?" 

" I never thought of it ; of course, it is the 
very thing," said Roland, " only it is a good 
step from the church. You will have to be 
lively in the morning, Stella. You know the 
house, Percival — that one you were wishing to 
turn into a sanatorium the other day." 

" Then I am afraid we shall be disappointing 
Mr. Percival," said Stella, with a momentary 
glance into the curate's eyes, now sparkling 
with eagerness and hope. He stammered some- 
thing, which nobody heard, but which she well 
understood ; and was as impatient as either 
of the party to go and examine the proposed 
tenement immediately. As Roland said, it was 
some way from the church, especially by the 
road, but there was a shorter cut through the 
park, by which they now went, and which 
would be available to the tenants. The house 
was small, standing in a tolerable garden, with 
accommodation quite sufficient for Mrs. Por- 
chester's household, with a spare room when 
required. It was unfurnished, but Stella de- 
cided that the furniture from their present abode 
would suit the size of the apartments ; she was 



HARCOUBT FINDS HIMSELF MISTAKEN. 297 

in a mood to be satisfied with everything ; to 
approve paper and prospect, aspect and situa- 
tion ; to agree to suggested arrangements, and 
to defer, with meekness unwonted, to the land- 
lord's opinions touching flower-beds and kitchen 
garden. Everything, indeed, as she said, 
seemed to suit their wants so well, she was 
sure there must be some great drawback that 
had not occurred to them yet. 

"What drawback can there be," said Har- 
court, " if you really like to come ? Here is 
the house, and it is yours this moment if you 
will take it. You are doing me a service, not 
accepting a favour." 

"I wish I could be sure of that, and I 
would close with your offer directly. I never 
do anything so thoroughly to my mind as 
when I do it in a hurry. You really are not 
afraid to have us for your neighbours ?" 

" Well, it is a serious consideration, but any- 
thing will be a boon that keeps away Percival's 
hospital. You are a degree better than scarlet 
fever, and not quite so alarming as small-pox." 

" That is something, at any rate. And if 
we do not pay our rent, shall you seize our 
goods ?". 

" Or on something more precious still," was 
his reply ; and though it was spoken in jest, 
it brought a flush of gratified pride to her 
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cheeks, unobserved by Percival, who was 
just then absorbed in proving to the old woman 
who kept the house, that nothing could be 
easier than to get to church every Sunday, at 
least He had proved it clearly, convincingly, 
several times already, but the result had been 
the same as if it had not been proved at all ; 
and while Roland stood by, listening to the 
argument, the cousins stepped out into the 
garden. Stella took the opportunity of this 
amicable state of things to introduce a subject 
of some interest — ^their mutual friend, Gervase 
Wray. Did Harcourt know how distressed 
the poor fellow was for money ? Ah, he was 
shy of naming it, perhaps, because he had been 
so foolish. Yes, exactly — ^he had been made 
to play — not at the tables, there he might have 
had a chance ; it was with a party of gay 
friends, whom he met at Baden, some of them 
Russians, and they all played high, and much 
better than poor Gervase, and he could not be 
left out, and, in fact, they fleeced him com- 
pletely. He had to borrow of several other 
acquaintances, and, among them, of Mr. John 
Saville, to cover the expenses of his stay. 

" Borrow of Mr. John Saville, whe^ I sup- 
plied him with enough to keep him there three 
months I Too bad, upon my honour. He 
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must get out of the scrape as he can ; I will 
have nothing to do with it." 

"Yes you will, my dear cousin, because 
I ask it as a great favour. We shall want his 
help presently in all manner of ways. Mamma 
is never so happy in her mind as when he 
is by to look after her boxes and bags ; and 
he brought my lost property safely all the way 
from Baden, when you, and Louis, and Jones, 
among you, contrived to leave it behind. Eeally, 
sooner than he should look as miserable as he 
does now, we must let him have the money 
ourselves, and in that case, I don't know how 
your rent is to be paid. Come, lend it to me, 
if not to him, and I will repay you by instal- 
ments, out of the produce of our garden. I 
have grand ideas on the subject of apples and 
pears, not to say hairy gooseberries, with 
which I mean to realise boundless wealth, to 
the amazement of Stourbrooke, and utter an- 
nihilation of Morlands." 

" And on the security of your hairy goose- 
berries I am to pay Gervase Wray's gambling 
debts ? How could he be such an idiot, after 
all my warnings?" 

"How could you be such an innocent — ^to 
use a milder term — ^as to warn him at all? 
Have you studied man's nature to so little 
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purpose as not to know that a forbidden plea- 
sure is always the most irresistible ?" 

** I thought that temptation was peculiar to 
women. Witness my greys 1" 

"Now, that is being really ungenerous, to 
reproach such a penitent as I am with the 
very crime you have forgiven. Poor Gervase ! 
he is much more amiable than you are ; every- 
body imposes on his good nature. He did not 
tell you, I suppose, how he was worried by 
poor Mr. Saville's valet, Auguste ?" 

" No ; what had he to worry him about ?" 

" Oh, I don't know, but he did, and hinted 
at all sorts of things which had come to his 
knowledge, secrets of his master's, who, by his 
account, told him everything ; and on whom 
he seems to have played the spy occasionally 
— especially in his last moments." 

" Does Gervase say so ?" asked Harcourt, 
in an altered voice. 
• " Gervase did not say whether he believed 
him or not, but I imderstood the man professed 
to know more than any one supposed, and 
wanted to get hold of poor Marion Egerton, 
to make money out of her by imparting his 
knowledge." 

" How did Gervase quiet him?" 
^ " By a douceur, I believe, and by getting 
him another situation. Captain Sinclair hired 
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him as his valet, and has kindly taken him 
to Kome. He will not come, therefore, in 
Marion's way, and I sincerely trust that the 
Fates and the Captain will keep him out of that 
of Jones." 

" They are great allies, are they ?" 

" I am afraid there is an entente cordiaJe 
between the nations, and that the wealth being 
on the side of Britannia, the constancy will be 
on that of Gaul. I am not quite on such 
hostile terms with Jones as to wish her a hus- 
band who would play eavesdropper to his 
master's dying words." 

" Does he pretend to have done so ?" asked 
Harcourt, with assumed indifference, " because, 
if he does, I hope Gervase bought his discre- 
tion cheap. No one could have overheard the 
poor man when he was speaking to me, and 
he spoke to no one else. I will set Wray's 
mind at rest on that point ; and Stella, to ease 
yours, and keep my word besides, to him and 
all of you, the greys ar^ going off to be sold 
to-morrow, and whatever they fetch shall be 
at your disposal. Are you contented now ?" 

She could not well be otherwise, having 
gained all for which she really cared ; but Ko- 
land, when she told him what had passed, was 
not so well pleased. 

" I am glad you two have made it up," he 
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said, ^^ bat Jack has lost his place, and I 
shall resign mine before I lose it too. So 
long as I was in authority here, it was all 
right; if I am nobody, the sooner I move 
on, the better.'" And the purpose that had 
been gradually forming in his mind for some 
time past, began to assume a firmness it never 
lost again. It was further strengthened by 
the arrival of a visitor, who walked in just 
before luncheon, while the young people were 
in the midst of plans and measurements, de- 
bating on the prices of carpets and the capa- 
cities of bedrooms, and paying but scant 
attention to the flow of grievances kept up as 
an accompaniment by Mrs. Porchester. The 
visitor in question was Mr. Percival of Dum- 
ingham, and as his visits were rare, he was 
received with a warm and respectful welcome. 
He had already ridden over once to leave a 
card on the ladies, but had not found them at 
home. This time he wished to be admitted, 
so came at a favourable hour. 

" You here, Cecil ?** he exclaimed, when he 
had time to observe that his nephew was of 
the party ; " I did not expect to find you at 
leisure so early. But I can guess the reason. 
I see what you are all about — ^this boy has 
bullied you into carrying out one of his wild 
schemes, and Harcourt and Koland are going to 
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set up a Home for the Destitute close to their 
park. Am I right, Miss Porchester ?" 

" Quite right, sir," said she, demurely. 

"And Cecil here is to be chaplain and 
spiritual director ?" 

"If he will undertake so troublesome a 
charge." 

" Troublesome 1 the more plague he has, the 
better he likes you ; and only give him a fair 
excuse for robbing his neighbours, and he will 
be delighted. I am glad it is not in my village, 
that is all ; though I know it will cost me some- 
thing, as it is/' 

" How much can you spare in a case of great 
necessity, sir ?" 

" That depends on who asks me, and how I 
am asked. Why, what is the matter ? You 
all look brimful of some fun or other, at my 
expense, no doubt, Mrs. Porchester, they are 
quizzing me sadly among them — will you ex- 
plain what the good joke is ?" 

^' Indeed, it is no joke at all, none in the 
least, Mr. Percival, for me to be obliged to 
move at such short notice, and pack up every- 
thing, and see to every single thing myself, for 
Stella never will take any trouble, and Har- 
court is very obliging, I am sure, to offer us 
his empty house, and nothing can be more 
agreeable than to be settled close to him and 
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Roland, nothing — only I always did say I 
never would live in the country, especially in 
the winter, and a lonely house in a garden 
is the dreariest, most dismal place in the world. 
But I am an old woman, and think very little 
of my own comforts, and if the young people 
are satisfied, it will do very well, I dare say, 
and we shall always be happy to see you, or 
your nephew, or any friend who is kind enough 
to come and call, as indeed will be a charity, if 
we really do take the house." 

Half way through this speech, the good 
Squire had solved the riddle, and was smiling 
good humouredly at his mistake. It led to 
much gay banter between him and Stella, 
whom he admired considerably ; and for a time 
he seemed to have forgotten the real object of 
his visit. However, on something being said 
about the next day's sport, he exclaimed, 
" Ah, that reminds me — I knew I should catch 
neither of you boys to-morrow, and I want to 
know a little more about that lad Roland men- 
tioned. You have decided to part with him, 
Clarendon ?" 

" I have parted with him." 

"Where is he, then?" 

" Percival knows best." 

"He is at my lodgings," said Cecil. "I 
found him something to do." 
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" That I'll be bound you did. And you will 
not take him back, Harcourt?" 

" I never take back a servant. It is a bad 
plan." 

" Very bad, and therefore, I suppose, I often 
do it. You give him a fair character ?" 

" A good, honest, well-principled lad," said 
Cecil. 

" I beg your pardon, Cecil, but I was in- 
quiring of his master, not of his priest. You 
cannot know much about him, I imagine." 

"He was. brought up in Mr. Brudenell's 
school, and he has a good opinion of him." 
X " That is quite another thing, and if Har- 
court confirms the opinion, I have nothing 
more to desire." 

'* I have no fault to find with him what- 
ever," said Harcourt. 

" Then why send him off?" 

** Because I said I would if he disobeyed 
me.'' 

" And you call disobedience no fault ?" 

" No — ^if it had been a fault, I might have 
overlooked it." 

" Oh, you are too paradoxical for me, by 
half. I shall only ask one more question — is 
it true that you have got that fellow Trail 
hanging about your premises still ?" 

" Trail's productions are hanging about, at 
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any rate, and marvellous specimens they are. 
You Durningham Florentines drove your ge- 
nius into exile, and Stourbrooke will go down 
to posterity as his refuge. He has been paint- 
ing my horses, and now he is going to ride 
them, vice John, promoted for breach of dis- 
cipline. It is only an exchange between the 
parishes." 

" A good one for us," quoth the Squire, " if 
we lose a drunken vagabond, and gain a 
decent, steady servant. You give new lamps 
for old ones with a vengeance. What are 
we to have in exchange for Cecil, by the 
way ?" 

** Ah, sir, we have neither lamp nor lumi- 
nary to offer in return for such a shining light 
as his." 

" Very true," put in Eoland, emphatically. 
" We have nothing half as good." 

Cecil bit his lip, and muttering something 
about engagements, was beginning to take his 
leave. Stella caught liis eye, and he came up 
to her for a few last words, and the gong 
sounding before they were finished, she took 
his arm as a matter of course, and once in the 
dining-room, it was too late to talk of going 
away. The Squire had ceased to think of 
him, or of her ; he was come over to talk about 
Eoland's projects, and detained the brothers 
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awhile, when the rest went in to luncheon, that 
he might, as he said, be sure what he was 
about. 

** It is your wish, Roland, to be doing some- 
thing, is it not ?" 

Boland assented. 

" And yours, Harcourt, that he should 
do it?" 

" Since he wishes it," was Harcourt's reply. 
It was the first time he had actually given con- 
sent, and his brother did not quite understand 
the tone of the answer. The Squire, however, 
was satisfied. 

" Then we understand each other, and the 
question only is, how to set about getting what 
you want. A Government appointment, you 
say — ^but Government appointments are not to 
be had every day in the week, and you must 
know something of the work you will have to 
do. My interest is good ; my old friend. Sir 
Perkin Soames, will do anything he can, and 
Harcourt, you should stir up your mother's 
cousin, General Alexander. Between those 
two, the boy will be pushed into something, if 
he can only pass in the examinations. They 
used to have no such doings in my day, but I 
have lived to see we were not always right, 
and it is a shame for a youngster to draw a 
salary who cannot cast up a sum. How are 
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you off for history and geography, and all that 
sort of thing, Roland ? — for I know young 
fellows who came to horrible grief over ques- 
tions in the Peninsular War, and Central 
Africa; didn't know who won the battle of 
Salamanca, and fancied Dr. Livingstone was 
gone to the diggings. Between ourselves, 
though Sir Perkin won't own it, there is a vast 
deal of humbug in those questions ; and I do 
not believe the examiners are so verv much 
wiser than the wretched young men they 
puzzle ; but it will never do to go up, and be 
beaten. If you try, you must get up your 
books a bit first, and be coached by some sharp 
tutor in town." 

Roland agreed to it all, and Harcourt was 
struck, in turn, by the imusual gravity of his 
manner. He was generally so impetuous in 
every scheme, it seemed unnatural that this, 
of such serious importance to his prospects, 
should be disctissed by him so calmly. Neither 
could quite comprehend the other, and both 
were too proud to seek an explanation; so 
the conference went amicably on, without any 
of the Squire's advice being rejected — a fact 
that raised them both considerably in his good 
opinion. 

And all the while, there was a whisper 
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going on in the elder brother's ear, whose 
voice he could not still : " Send him away — 
send him away ! Give him all the help, all 
the encouragement you can j pay him hand- 
somely to go, if necessary ; but keep him from 
Stourbrooke while she is here — or she is lost to 
you for ever !" 
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